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BIOGSAPHIOAL SKETCH. 



It is seldom that iha outward life of the scholar 
is fraught with sufficient incident to admit of an 
extended record. Especially was this the case 
with the subject «f the ja^sent sketch, since the 
refinement of Ms taste, the peculiar delicacy of his 
fi'elings, and his extreme native diffidence, not only 
withheld him from taking an active part in public 
affairs, iDUt even formed a charmed circle between 
himself and the world, so that in tlie place of his 
daily walks he remamed to the end a stranger to 
all hut a chmen few. 

James Gates Pbhcival was horn in the par- 
ish of Kensington and town of Berlin, Connecticut, 
the 15th of September, 1795. He was the second 
son of Dr. James Percival, aphyacian of the place, 
who, dying in 1807, left his three sons to their 
mother's care. lEs ancestors were among the ear- 
liest settlers of Kensington ; and, if we may judge 
from the name, our gifted bard may have sprung, 
far back in history, from, what the world has heeu 
pleased to designate as "gentle hlood," although 
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such descent could in reality confer no lustre on 
him that would not have grown dim before the 
splendor of liis own genius, " tl\at patent of nobil- 
ity," as a certain one has SMd, "tJiat flowa direct 
from God Almighty." 

The father of Peroival was one of a class of 
phyaeians of that generation in Connecticut, who 
were men of extraoi'dinary merit, whose profi^- 
sioual ardor absorbed their minds, and was only 
equalled by their unworldly enthusiasm and disin- 
terestedness. They also (icquired what literature 
they could, buying and reading books, and espe- 
cially acquamting themselves carefully with the 
progress of medical science in Europe. Young 
Peroival was early sent to the district school in his 
native place ; but it is recorded of him, that, having 
soon learned all which the school could teach, he 
became an unwilling attendant where his time was 
spent to little purpose,— greatly preferring to re- 
msun in his father's library at home. He seldom 
engaged in the common sports of the school, even 
with the boys of his own age. He shared in that 
distresang diBidence and senabillty to suffering, 
from the rudeness of the older members of the 
school, which Cowper has so feelingly described in 
his own ease. An anecdote is told of him at this 
period, which indicates remarkable strengti of 
mind and energy of will in one so young. He had 
just begun to spell, when, in compliance with the 
custom of the school, a book was lent to him on 
Saturday, to be returned on the following Monday. 
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He found by spelling through its first sentences 
tliat a portion of it related to astronomy. This so 
excited his interest tliat he set diligently to work, 
and by dint of harf study, with the tdd of the family, 
was able to read the portion he desired on the 
Monday morning with fluency. This achievement 
croated in him such a confidence in his own powers, 
that, as we have stated, he soon compassed the lim- 
ited standard of the school. He did not, however, 
as might liave been, feared, become a mere book- 
worm ; fin" with, that intellectual craving, that bound 
him, as by a spell, amid the histories, biographies, 
voyages, romances, poems, &e. that enriched his 
father's library, — with this intellectual craving 
there was also united that warm adoration of the 
heart which called Wm forth to commune with Na- 
ture amid the unwritten i-evelations of her beauty 
and her grandeur. And Nature presented herself 
to his opening imagination, under peculiarly favora- 
ble circumstances. The precincts of Kensington 
are remarkable for tlie rich and varied beauty of 
their scenerj-, — the geological formation presenting 
the waving swells of tlie sandstone, inten-upted and 
crowned by picturesque precipices of trap, with 
" scattered groves and wooded hills." But he lias 
himself best described it: — 
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FalllviB in pnrplc Wnom. — tree hearts thnt feel 
Their being doablediQ their countrj 'a weal." 

Among the iutlueiiKeB whieli sliouM he mentioned 
as having moulded tlie ymith of Percival, is the 
simplicity of character and manners which waa a, 
marked feature of his native (own. Fifty years 
ago, Conneclicnt had no towns larger than what 
would now be atyled villages. The people were 
not rich, neither were they poor, or wholly illit- 
erate. Practically democratie, they prided thent- 
selves in the peculiar designation which their amail 
State had acquired, as "the land of steady hab- 
its," and were mostly independent, content, and 
happy, being to a great extent free from tlie evils 
which are engendered by a highly commercial state 
of society. Percival compared this to the pastoral 
state, and was liighly delighted when, in later 
years, being employed as a geologist in Hew Bruns- 
ivict, he discovered the same style of life and man- 
ners in a district which had been settled by a m 
pany of Loyalist emigrants from Kew Englan 1 

At the age of fourteen Percival ivrote a poc n ot 
considerable extent ; this was a burleaq n tl 
times, in which the " Embai^," among h t p 
ics, was not forgotten. Two years later ] te d 
Tale College, but ill-health caused an int rr j t 
of his studies, so that he did not graduate nnt 1 at 
the end of five years. Of his college c 1 ttie 

ia kuown. He has related of himself that he ob- 
tained tlie respect of tlie Freshman class by writing 
satirical verses against some of his clas^inal«£ who 



tad commeneed persecuting him. During his 
Sophomore year lie suliinitted to tlio Soaiety of 
Brothers in Unity a. remarkable poem, which caused 
considerable comment at tlie time. Of this poem, 
the outline irfwhat was afterwards published as the 
Prometheus, Mr. Edward Everett said, "Sot a few 
of these verses have all the dark sententionsness 
of Byron, clothed Jn aii imcommonly easy versifica- 
tion." While in college he was eminent for bis 
mathematieal abilities ; in proof of which we may 
mention that, on a certain occasion, he eolvod, at 
the last moment, while tlie bell was ringing for 
recitation, the celebrated Catliolic proposition in 
Spherics, in Webber's Mathematics, a feat which 
none of hb classmates succeeded in performing. He 
deliberately avoided attempting to obtain the vale- 
dictory, — the highest honor, — and determined to 
take the second. Being no speaker, however, he 
received only an English oration. This stimulated 
his pride, and " accordingly," he said, " 1 took much 
pains to prepare myself; I practised myself in dis- 
tinctness; I arikulated my words." The result 
showed his ability ; for President Dwight remarked 
to him, "Why, Perclval, 1 wish I had known you 
were able to speak so well, 1 would have given you 
the Valeilktory." His tragedy of Zanior,* after- 
wards published in his first volume, fonned part 
of the Commencement exercises at his gi'adu- 



One of liis elassinatea, in a fainiliar letter to the 
EdiLor of this tdition, thus epeaks of liim : — 

" ALnANV, January 24, 1S59. 

" I regret that it is but little that I can tell j'ou 
of my elaissmate Pei-cival. He joined my class at 
the buginiiing of Sophomore year, having, I think, 
been a membei- of the class that preceded oura, and 
been absent irom college pai-t of the year, — per- 
haps on account of ill-health. He was not in my 
divi^on, GO that I "was not accustomed to hear hiw 
recite until Senior year (when we both came under 
the instruction of Dr. Dwight), but he alwap had 
the reputation of being a good scholar in every- 
thing. He iraa of about tlie middle size, of light 
complexion, of an agreeable face, that did not 
easily change its expression, and as shj- as the most 
modest little girl you ever savr. He seemed to be 
essentially of a solitary turn. You would rarely 
see him. walking ■witii anybody, and when he 
walked at all, it was usually in some retired place. 
1 think he had few acquaintances in college, though 
I never knew that he had any enemies ; and tlie 
fhct tliat his iuterconrse was so cireumseiibed, was 
doubtless to bo atti'ibiited to constitutional reserve, 
and not to the consciousness of liis own superiority. 
Everybody looked upon him as a good-natured^ 
sensitive, thoughtful, odd, gifted fellow. He ivrote 
a good deal of poetiy in college, and soma of it, 1 
think, be gave mo ; but nobody tlien, I believe 
dreamed of the eminence to which he was destined. 

,...,. Google 



He was a great rcadoi-, and I used to be gurpriaed 
at the eatent of his mformatJon on a great variety 
of subjects. I remember once haying occasion to 
prepare a college exercise on the subject of lie 
Crusades; and liappening to mention to Pereival 
that I needed to increase my knowledge of the sub- 
ject a good deal before writing upon it, he at once ptit 
int© my hands an elaborate essay on the Crusades, 
■nhich showed a familiarity with the History «f that 
whole period that amazed me. I am not sure that 
I ever saw him more thaa once after we left col- 
lege, and that was after he had acquired his celeb- 
rity, both as a genius and a hermit. One of our 
common friends, to whom I mentioned my intention 
of calling upon him, advised mo not to do so, as he 
thought the effort to see him would be unavailing;- 
it proved otherwise, however, and he not only re- 
ceived me, but was more genial and cordial than 
he used to be m the days of our comparative inti- 
macy. Hb library, which he showed me, was very 
large and valuable, but the place looked solitary 
and dismal, and as if it were never invaded by a 
broom. He was emphatically a man hy himself, 
not merely in the sense of living alone, but in the 
sense of being an anomalous specunen of humanity. 
If you can succeed in reproducing liim as he exists 
in my nund's eye, you will have done something 
that will at once amuse and amaze tlie world " 



lai wui at once amuse ana amaze uie woi 
On leaving college, he was engaged a 
structor in one or two private families in Philadel- 
The year after his graduation was -unusually 

I Google 



phi> 



prolific in tlie labors of his pea, as during this year 
he composed nearly one half of the voiume after- 
wards published in 1820. la his choice of a pro- 
fession he was led isi part by the example of his 
father, and in great part also by his lore for nature 
and natural science. It was quite in accordance 
with his prevailing tastes, then, that he should do 
as he did ; namely, choose the study of medicine, in- 
asmuch as this study not only sii^esta many topics 
in refei'ence to man's being and history, but leads 
directly into wide fields of phyacal and natural re- 
search. He entered the office of Dr. Eli Ives, who 
is still living at New Haven as Emeritus Professor 
of the Materia Medica in the Medical Department 
of Yale College. This gentleman had already distin- 
guished himself by his enterprise and ardor as a na- 
tive botaiust, having been one of tJie first Americans 
to import the works of Linnieus and others, and hav- 
ing acquired at an early period a remarkable repu- 
tation for his knowledge of such of our plants as ai"Q 
valuable in medicine. Pereival caught the spirit 
of the office, being peculiarly predisposed and quali- 
fied by nature for that class of studies. An attempt 
being made about tiiis time to establish a botanical 
garden in connection with the Medical College, Dr- 
ives offered to him the place of Curator, which he 
gladly accepted ; but he soon reagoed it, and in- 
deed the enterprise itself failed to succeed. Previ- 
ously, however, the Professor had endeavored to 
help out the slender pecuniary resources of his 
pupil, by prociu'ing a class of boys for him to^ai^h. 



In 1820 Pereival made his first decided appear- 
ance as an autlior, by publisliing a volume, con- 
taining the first part of the " Prometheus," a poem 
in the Spenserian stanza, and a few minor pieces. 
This was well received by the public. In this same 
year he was admitted to the practice of medicine, 
upon which he made two unsucceeaful trials to es- 
tablish himself in that practice, the first in his native 
place, and the last at Charleston, S, C, Here he 
engt^d in literature, issuing the first number of 
" Clio " in 1822. This publication, a neat pamphlet 
of about a hundred pages, was made up mostly of 

A second part soon followed, composed entirely of 

Meanwhile he appears to have abandoned the 
practice of his profesaon, perhaps from an uncon- 
trollable antipathy ia some of its harsher and less 
genial requirements. This is apparent from the 
following extract from a letter written by him in 
1823. "I have little to say," he writes, "of my 
prospects. I have undertaken to edit a newspaper, 
because I could find no better means of supplying 

my immediate necessities I do not lite my 

profession. I cannot be reconciled to the practice, 
and if I was, I cannot obtain that practice." 

In 1822, he delivered an oration before the PM 
Beta Kappa Society of Yale College, on " Soms 
of the Moral and Political Truths derivable from 
the Study of History," — in which special applica- 
tions were made to the existing state of things in 
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XXIV BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH 

our own country, with cautionary suggestions for 
the coining time. 

In February or March, 1824, he received, firougli 
the influence of John C. Calhoun, the appointment 
of Assistant Surgeon in the United States Army, 
and immediately thereupon was detailed to West 
Point, as Professor of Chemistry in the Military 
Academy at that place. But in July of the 
same year he resigned Us office, not, as lias been 
somewhere stated, in consequence of iU-health, 
but because be had been deceived in his antici- 
pations. It had been represented to liim tliat the 
duties were light, thus affording hira sufficient 
leisure to pursue his favorite studies. Instead of 
this, however, he found that his whole time ■was 
taken up with daily, and almost hourly, exercises as 
a lecturer and teacher. During tliis year he super- 
intended an edition of his select writings, which 
was published in New York City in one octavo vol- 
ume, and soon after reproduced in two duodecimo 
volumes in London. After bis resionation at West 
Point, he v/ns appointed a surgeon in conne tion 
with the recruiting service in Boston IVlide a 
resident of Boston, he was atiequent contiibitor 
to " The United States Literal J Gazette and he 
also edited several works foi the press among 
which was a republication an 1 emendation of Ti- 
cesimus Knox's Elegant Extracts. 

About the year 1827 he removed to New Haven, 
Connecticut, which place henceforward he made 
his permanent residence and home. In the same 
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year lie pablished the third part of " Clio," and also 
oommenced, for a Boston publisher, a rcTised trans- 
lation of Malta Brun's great work on Geography, 
from, the original French, with notes. This was 
not fully completed until 1833. It forms six lar^e 
octavo volumes. In 1827-23 he was engaged in 
revising and correcting the manuscript, and in su- 
perintending the printing, of Noah Webster's Dic- 
tionary, the first quarto edition, in two volumes. 
For his exertions in aiding the publication of this 
great work, so honorable to the genius and perse- 
verance of Webster, Percival d^erves no little 
credit. The great lexicographer fl-equently ac- 
knowledged Lis obl^ations to the learning of the 
poet, and to his extensive knowledge of ancient and 
modem languages. There was probably no one in 
our country so competent to the task as he, or who 
would more devotedly, and with such solf-denial and 
disinterestedness, have given his time and talents 
to the work. In reference to these labors, namely, 
those upon the Geography and the Dictionary, Pei^ 
cival wrote as follows, in s. letter bearing date May 
9, 1831, to Professor Tieknor of Boston : — " The 
employments in which I have been last engaged 
have been difficult and laborious, but concealed. 
That with the Dictionary gave me no opportunity 
of exhibiting myself to advantage. Tlie good I did, 
whether positive or negative, in preventing evil, all 
went to another's advantage, but was lost to me " 
(l e. so far as reputation went, and thereby the 
power of obtaining fiiture employment). "The 
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Geography is of a similar character. No one can 
form, a conceptioa of the most difficult part of my 
task, ■without closely comparing my edition with the 
English ediljon and the original, a labor wliich prob- 
ahly not one of my readers will undertake." 

In the early part of this same year (1831) Per- 
ineal received from General Duff Green of the 
Washington Tel<^aph a proposition to enter into 
aa editorial partnership, as follows, via. ; to take the 
sole editorship of " Tlie United States Army and 
Navy Journal," a magazine to he established in 
the city of Washington on the plan of " The United 
Service Journal " of England, and to which there 
had already been obtained a large number of sub- 
scribers ; and in connection with this, also to render 
him (Green) occasional asastance ia the literary 
and miscellaneous deparlaieats of the Telegraph. 
But owing partly to his political sentiments, partly 
to the uncertainty of the compensation and of its 
continuance, and in great part, moreover, to his 
indispositioa to change his residence or pursuits, so 
loag as he could giun an adequate livelihood where 
he was, he did not accept this proposition. He 
stated this offer and his own situation and feelings 
in a letter to Professor Ticknor, whose advice he 
solicited. In the same letter he expressed his pref- 
erence for " an independent literary employment, 
as author or editor (not of periodicals, but of new 
editions of books), to any such employment as this 
just proposed at Washington." 

In 1834 he had explored, on his own account, 
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the ran^P^ of trap-roLL iii tlie "^tite nf C onnecticiit, 
and being one ot the best geologists in our conn- 
try, Governor Edwards appointed him, m 1S35, in 
conjunction with Profes'ior Chaales U Shepard, to 
make a mmeralc^t^ and geological survey of the 
State Hi3 Eepoit was pubLshed in 1842. Thia 
work, of ncaily five hundred pages, contains the 
results of a very minute survey of thi^ loi-k ibnna- 
tionB of the State, and abounds in minute and care- 
fully syatematJzed detjuls. 

Mr. lUchard S. Willis, of the Muaoal World, in 
a genial and appreciative sketoh of Percival, ivrit^ 
t<:n in 1854 or 1855, gives, evidently as he received 
it from the poet himself, the following more par- 
ticular account of this survey and its results ; — 

" The Connecticut Legislature (composed, like 
most of our State Legislatures, veiy much of prac- 
tical working-men, farmers, and others from the 
country) wished to know the geological resoarcea 
of the State. An appropriation was made. Per- 
cival was appointed. His is not a mind for a su- 
perflcial investigation of things. Unfortunately, 
the Legislature expected only a superficial view, — 
at least, a very brief, practical report of fie avail- 
able State resources. Ihk might have been all 
tliat was necessary ; but practical men, and men 
devoted to the high interests of science, take a 
very different view of things. Percival formed bis 
plan for tbis survey. It was a remarkable one. 
Those who have seen a Virginia fence can have a 
tolerably clear idea of his plan. For in the man- 
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ner tliat sucli a fence traverses a field, he proposed 
to traverse the State, — -with tliia difference, hcw- 
ever, that whereas a Vir^nia fence does not return 
and take the other angle, Perclval's plan did. In 
fact, beginning at a comer of the State, he wag to 
trace over its entire expanse, a double Yirginia 
fence, of which the following array of X'^ may con- 
vey some faint idea : — - 

XXXXXXXXXXXXXX 

"By this plan, he subsequently told me, there 
was scarcely a spot in the State, which he had not 
either passed over, or been within a reasonable dis- 

" Percival, at the start, bought him a hoi«e to help 
him trace this Virginia fence. But he soon found 
this impracticable, inasmuch as drawing direct lines 
over a State is not exactly a horse-back road. So 
he betook himself wholly to pedestrianism. He had, 
throughout, the strangest adventures. Tlie coun- 
try larmers hunted the strange-looking man off their 
places, as a vagabond. Who could suspect that 
under that rusty, old glazed cap there was such an 
imposing head ? or, that such faded garments could 
cover an intellectual giant and a remarkable man ? 
Buthis experiencevery soon taught himone truth, — 
that it was useless at night to ask for hospitality at 
the large manaons of the rich. In the humble 
J of the poor he was always sure of a wcl- 
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Tim \ the period had expired 

1 en tlie Hep rt w s to be made. It wsis far from 
b g ead) Anotlie appTOpiiation was unwill- 

ly nade A ae ond period expired, and still 

tl e Report yns not rtddy. Tiie Legislature tlien 

1" impatient and as too often is the case under 

li c r umstance? ngenerous imputations were 
thrown o t derc^atory to the eliaracter of tlie poet, 
To a man of Percival'a intellectual pride, tills 
must have been esceedingly galling. One could 
not be surpiTsed if it stung him to the quick ; or, 
that lie recoiled at it, as though stung by an adder. 

" A long difficulty ensued. Peroival had accu- 
mulated enormous materials. The collected speci- 
mens nearly filled a room. A full report, volumi- 
nous as it might liave been, would have proved an 
invaluable and remarkable work of a great geolo- 
gist- But, finally, a condensed, and to Percival, 
doubtless, unsatisfactory report was made, 

"This experience must have injured PercivaJ, 
and driven him to the estrema of seelusion again, 
and — ■ of poverty." 

"Within a period of three or four years, from 1841 
onwards, he was au occasional contributor of metri- 
cal versions of German, Slavonic, and other lyrics, 
(accompanied with critical and explanatory essays,) 
to the New Haven papers. About the same time 
ho addressed a short poem of eight stanzas in the 
Danish language to the celebiated Ole Bull, who 
■was then making a brief professional visit at New 
Haven, And here it may not be out of place to 
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mention, that Peroival, at various periods of his 
life, wrote poetical compositioos in foreign langaagea, 
some of which were regarded by Trofessor Hcknor, 
who was favored with a perusal of them, as very 
remarkable. But few of these, liowever, have ap- 
peared in print. 

With " Tlie Dream of a Day," published in 1843, 
Percival's lai^r literary activities, eo far as tlie 
public were concerned, appear to have ended. For 
the next ten years he lived in comparative obsourity, 
although never in indolence. Some time within 
this period, his extreme poverty, joined to his grad- 
ually increasing indebtedness, drove him to lay 
aside his customary reserve in respect to his pecu- 
niary matters, and to apply to the generosity of hia 
fi'iends in New Haven for a loan, so that he might 
save his valuable library from a legal attachment 
and sale. Tliis application was most liberally re- 
sponded to, with no expectation on the part of most 
of a repayment ; a sufficient sum (of from one to 
two thousand doUai-s) was rsused, and his library 
was saved. In justice alike to the memory of Per- 
cival, and to the good fiuth of Dr. J. L. Jenckes, 
his legatee, it should be stated tliat this loan has 
been entirely repaid, principal and interest. "With- 
in this period, also, he labored in the dejmrtment of 
lexicography again, translating for Professor E. A. 
Andrews letters A and B of Freund's Latin I^exi- 
con, and, with his usual diligence and faithfulness, 
verifying examples and establishing authorities. 

In 1853 he accepted aa offer made to him by the 
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American Mining Company, to survey tlicir iead- 
miiiing region in "WiscouBln. " The succeetling 
3-ear," Dr. J. L. Jenckes writes, " he was appointed, 
by Governor Barstow, State Geologist, through the 
influence of prominent citizens of the lead-mining 
region, who petitioned the Governor to that effoct. 
lie waa actively engaged in the survey of the State 
until within a ghort period before his death. His first 
licport was published in February, 1855, Hia sec- 
ond, which he had nearly completed, will probably be 
issued next month." (This letter is dated in ISJiG.) 
" He viaited every County, with the exception of 
Douglas County, which borders on Lake Superior. 
I have heard him estimate the distance lie had trav- 
elled in his buggy, which was, I think, nearly or 

quite six thousand miles Ocuaaonally he met 

with parties of the Chippewa and Winnebago tribes. 
IIi>< intercourse with them, as lie stated, was umisu- 
Alone in tbe forest with Lis red 
— who were always friendly to him,- — he 
a learning something of their language 
and history. 

" Notwitbstandilig his labors while at tbe West 
wpre arduous and almost incessant, subjecting him 
alike to the inclemencies of tlie weather, and, in 
hparsely settled portions of the country, to great 
jirivation, yet he conadered these three years in 
■Wisconsin as the happiest period of bis life. It 
would have rejoiced his friends, could they have 
seen him at tills time. Translated from the isolation 
of a lonely room to the happy inHuence of a home, 
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free from the immediate pressure of pecuniarj' want, 
surrounded by little children and a circle of aj)- 
preeiating friends, few would have reeognizod in 
this active, energetic, and social man the reserved 
Percivalof former years. Hb affection for children, 
especially for those he fancied, was frequently 
shown by a kind attention to th«r wants, and a 
great solicitude for flieir welfare. He would often 
take them in his buggy, and ride two or three miles 
for their diversion, evidently enjoying it himself as 
much a9 did his little companions. His sincerity 
and childlike simplicity caused their attat^hcuent to 
he mutual. 

" Music was his favorite recreation. For this art 
he hiad an exquisite taste, and lie would frequently 
spend houra at a time in playing on tlie aecordion 
or piano. 

" During the fii-st two or three months of his last 
illness, he often sought the soothing influence of 

length of this illness, which appears to have been a 
general decline of the vital powei's, brought on by 
exposure and hard work. He sjfj s ; " I found it 
difficult to form a satisfaetory diagnosis. There 
were no indications of organiu disease. General 
physical debility and emaciation gradually increased 
■until the end. He often remarked to me, ' Since 
living in the IVeat, I have overtasked my physical 
strength, and I feel that I am worn out.' He ex- 
pressed from the first a firm conviction that he 
shouhl not recover, and tliis conviction no efforts on 
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the part of liia friends availed to remove. When 
naked if, in tlie event of liis death, lie wished to be 
carried to New Haven , he replied, ' No, I wish to 
IjQ liuried here ; and let my remama be undigturbed.' 
IIo appeared to exercise a tranquil and serene faith 
in view of the fiiture. We oc-caaonally saw Mm 
on Ilia knees, engaged m prayer. 

" In the presence of several gentlemen of this 
place, he made arrangomcnta with regard to his 
lumporal affairs. During his illness he received 
every care and attention from his friends here. 

I would add, that no other man, I presume, 

would have been regarded by tlie people of this 
State with more respect and admiration for his 

seientiic attainments than Dr. PercivaL We 

regarded him almost in the light of a Muless being." 

His death elicited various public demonstrations 
of respect and regret in the State of Wiaconain, ; 
ainong which we may mention the proceedings of 
thi. State Historical Society at their ^monthly meet- 

^ next subsequent, a record of which now lies 
b t re ns His loss was deeply felt, moreover, by 
tl e mining interest of the State, by the Germans 
c jjecnlh to whom he had endeared himself by 
T i Ire sing to them numerous patriotic songs in Uieir 

For many years Pereival had contemplated 
building for himself, for a permanent reiidenco, a 
lioiisQ after liis own mind, where he could exe- 
cute, in quiet, several of his long-cherihhed plans. 
This was finally, from his own earnings, with tt? 
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aid of the contributioiiB of his frieods, commenced 
in November, 1854, and completed in Februaiy, 
1855. It cotttained but two rooms, the larger of 
which was destined for his choice library. But he 
was not permitted to occupy it, even for a single 
night. Nor was his library, or any portion of it, 
ever deposited there. 

In November, 1854, on revisiting New Haven, he 
arranged and packed hia library, and stored it in 
the attic of the Stat« Hospital, a large and substan- 
tial structure of solid masonry. In April, 1855, 
he returned to resume his labors in Wisconsin, and 
there worked on with his usual resolute enei^y aud 
faithfulness until ovei'taken by death. 

In figure PercivaJ was somewhat tall, and thin, al- 
most to emaciation ; his forehead was high, his nose 
prominent, his lips thin and mobile, liis face oval, 
anil Lis complexion pale, inclining to sallow. But 
Lis eye hetokcaied, even to a casual observer, the 
presence of rare genius. It was flasliing and deep- 
glowing, like the diamond. Its color was bluo^oy, 
its vision far-searching, yet microscopically minute. 
Kothing seemed to escape its observation. It was 
tlie eye equally of the naturalist and the poet. 

The deep and brooding melancholy wl i h so 
emmently diaractenzed Percival ti rough life 
sprang und ubi^d'y from some sufficient cause 
Current r )fTt has s r bed it to in eiily di ip- 
pointan,iit n Iotl But we hi l hii own autho i y 
Sk denying any such fact. He undoubtedly loved, 



bitt lovwd some far-off ii-loal object alone. This sad- 
ness of disposition is, however, amply explained, 
■when we consider Ms delicate and sensitive organi- 
zation, its unfitness for the struggles of the world, 
and the consequent p^n that he must have felt in 
view of the rooted selfishness of hmnanity. 

His mind, nevertheless, appears <o have been 
over active, whether in compasang new subjects of 
attainment, or in discovering new analogies in the 
vast and varied field of knowledge already atttuned, 
thus catching sublime glimpses of that grand unity, 
towards which, under the guidance of a Divine 
hand, all noble human endeavors in religitm and 
pliilos<^hy, science and art, are continually tending. 
This remark seems fully justified, if we take a smv 
vey of the subjects which occupied his attention. 

After leaving college, he road the Greek and 
Latin classics, fo an extent sufficient to excite gi-eat 
admiration ; in addition to tliis, he commenced an 
ardent pursuit of all the branches of Natural His- 
tory ; composing voluminous e.ttracts, not of their 
general views and doctrines merely, but carefully 
copying the specific descriptions of all birds and 
beasts known at that period frora Cuvier, Linnteus, 
Wilson, and others ; making much prt^ress, also, in 
a work which should briefly characterize all the 
plants then known. He mastered the science of 
chemistry, as it then existed ; and became a minute 
and practical mineralogist and geologist, exploring 
fields, hills, and forests, with the athletic energy of 
the true naturalist. 
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The mathematics and tlie mathematical sciences 
he had proaecuted with pleasure wliile a hoy in col- 
lege ; but it ia not known that lie devoted any 
special attention to them in af^r life. It is certain, 
however, that he found them neither difficult nor 

Geography had been his favorite study in boy- 
hood, and was pursued in youth and earlj- man- 
hood, with that reference to everything necessary 
to a complete picture of a particular re^on of the 
earth which Humboldt and Malte-Brun were the 
fi«it to exemplify, and which qualified him, after a, 
few years, to correct the errors which occurred in 
almost every line of the English translation of 
Malte-Bmn's voluminous work. Moreover, geogra- 
phy for him was incomplete ■without a knowlege of 
the language and literatm-e, in addition to a pic- 
turesque conception, of the country. Hence one of 
his earliest works in prose was an exliibitiqp. of the 
languages of the globe, condensed and arranged 
from Adelung and Vater. Here liis poetic im- 
pulses were in sympathy with his ai-dent love of ac- 
curate scientific knowledge. Hence he was one of 
the first in our country to revel in that latest and 
only scientific mode of studying languages which 
has received the name of lingulslk science. Bopp, 
Grimm, and others of the profound Germans, were 
imported ty him, and had long been his familiar 
companions, before cithi-r thcii' names or their dis- 
coveries had been heaixl of by most of our ablest 
professors of language. 
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Linguistic science became to him a key to infinite- 
ly more than a dry and barren knowledge of words ; 
it not only classified the wondrously varied tribes of 
men according to their mutual relations of descent 
and consanguinity, but it became the foundation of 
the philosophy which unlocked for him, as a student 
of mankind, the inmost recesses of the human heart. 
As a scholar, he could thus appreciate the degree of 
culture of various nations, as shown in their literac 
ture, and as a poet could enter into a warm and 
intuuate sympathy with them as brethren of tJie 
human family. 

He excelled especially in the study of the Eu- 
ropean languages. Into this study he was led by 
his poeljc impulses; the interest with which he 
regarded the early efforts in literature of the less 
advanced peoples being derived from other causes 
than their intrinMc merit. In addition to the French, 
Italian, and Spanish of his earlier years, he delight- 
ed in constantly adding to his stores of German, 
ancient as well as modern, expi-essin}; in it his 
choicest thoughts and feeiii^s. Kot content with 
gratifying his romantic tastes through the study of 
the Gaelic and Welsli, and his curiosity and sym- 
pathy with the stem and heroic by mastering the 
Norse, Danish, and Sweitsh, he was indefatigable 
in his devotion to the Slavonic tongues, with the 
poetry of which, more particularly, he was unwea- 
ried in making himself familiar. The more uncouth 
the appearance and the sound, tlie greater was his 
zest in overcoming the sense of strangeness by the 
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most minute linguistic study, and by persevering 
till he felt at ease, and, as it were, among friends 
with whom lie could aympathize. The Ruasiaiia 
were found to be unexpectedly interesting, from 
the tenderness of sentiment among their peasantry ; 
the vigor and spirit of the Polish did not disappoint 
him ; the Hungarian Magyars were peculiar as 
well aa wild ; and in the Servians he took extreme 
delight. As a linguistic student it was a matter 
of course that he should labor at the Sanskrit. It 
is known tliat he once made, by request, to a Sociely; 
an elaborate report on the grammar of the Basque ; 
but it is not known that he also examined many 
other languages which he did not read. 

Toconelude this enumeration, during many of hia 
later years, music was a. cherished study with him. 
Ita scientific theory, and the philosophy of its origin, 
nature, and effects, gratified his love of knowledge, 
as did also its manifestations among different na-- 
Ijons, cultivated and barbarous. Ho diligently col- 
lected the peculiar airs of all ages and nations, and 
made the same use of them, as interpeters of na- 
tional sentiment, that he did of popular and nation- 
al poetry. He experienced in the highest degree a 
constitutional delight in the varieties of metre in 
the movements of national airs, and in simple and 
natural melodies in music. It was one of his favorite 
plans to imitate, in English, all known metres in all 
accessible languages, from the Sanskrit downwards. 

Willis, in the article from which we have already 
quoted, has bo delightfully portrayed the musical 
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side of Pereival'B character, that wo cannot forbear 
transferring the sketcli entjre. 

"But one subject, perhaps, remfdned for more 
satisfaetory inve3f%ation, — mi^ic. Even here, he 
was well read, as far as posable. Everything that 
liad been written upon the subject, in encyclopse- 
dias and otlierwise, he had perused. But where is 
the hook that treats of mu^c intelhgibly to persona 
who have not a practical knowledge of the subject? 
Therefore Percival had atii! something to learn 
about music. 

" At this time, by reason of the already-mentioned 
serenades and other tuneful demonstrations, mueic 
was assuming unwonted prominence within college 
walls and under city elma. Percival caught the 
enthusiasm, and for a tune his master-mind seemed 
to be filled with music, — musicaliaed. He had a 
collection of old German annuals, which contained 
a certain number of songs with music. These songs 
ho translated into chaj-ming English rhyme, and, 
turnmg the music over to me, it was soon arranged 
in parts for our club. We met and sang the music 
to Percival's translations. Delightful hours these 1 
Percival was always with ua ; and though he did 
not Mng, we knew his soul was making melody with 

"Crowded out of the college buildings (for the 
swarming students in this institution [Yale] had 
overrun its edificea, like certain historical rata the 
bishop's castle on the Rhine), my own 'den' was 
on the first floor of a private residence in the vicin- 
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jty, ■ — first floor, namely, by Ililieniian rei^konmg, 
counting from the sky downward. And, indeed, it 
does not seem unbefitting tliat the starting-point of 
onr enumeration should ever he in the skies. Iowa 
it entirely t« music, that to this firet floor Percival 
was in the habit of climbing, far away from the 
cellar of things, as found in the lower world, to 
engage in delightful converse on matters muacd. 
My car soon learned to catch liis soft, springy step 
on the stairs, as he leaped np two or three at a 
time in the ascent. Books were immediately tlirown 
aside, and our Mtting commenced, which sometimes 
lasted for hom^ ; for his mind, if once started on 
the track of a subject, was entirely oblivious to the 
lapse of time. Thb was the case, whether withia 
walls, or on the comer of a street on a cold, windy 
night ; and the listener who could at any time tear 
himself away from such instructive and fascinating 
communication with this wonderful mind (myste- 
riously vested in a long cloak, that fluttei-ed in the 
wind), though it lasted not unfrequently for houra, 
must have been more self-denying than I could 
ever find myself. Frequent ' flunks ' in morning 
recitations I willingly submitted to, from the gi-eater 
knowledge acquired during long study hours fixim 
tliis wise, living book. 

" But not I alone was betrayed by tlie morning ; 
for Percival once incidentally related, that, having 
seated himself at a desk one evening to commence 
a poem for a coming Society celebration, lie was 
suddenly aroused by what seemed to him a large 
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conflagration, illumining his apartment. He stai'ted 
to the window, and found it was the morning break- 
ing in the east. He had written all night, — and 
]i!S poem was finished at a single heat. 

" But this singular man was now fast becoming a 
practical musdcian, — yea, more, poatively a com- 
pyser, — still moi-e, even the inventor of a musical 
theory, He conid find, at that time, no intelligible 
musical system, and therefore he invented a singu- 
laj"ly ingenious one of his own. He also undertook 
to learn an instrument, — the accordion ; this he 
oi'dinarily brought with him under his cloak. lie 
had, as yet, an appreciation only of the hare mel- 
ody ; harmony confused his ear. The chords were 
thei-eibre shut off 'from the instrument, and the soft 
breathing of the accordion, in some plainlave air 
which he had himself composed, was all that was 
heai-d. But his voice, even in conversation, soft aa 
the Mghing of the west wind, in music was almost 
inaudible. Not master of the art of writing music, 
he oi-dinarily brought his compositions jotted down 
in iU^ble hieroglyphics of his own, and wished to 
have them reduced to sliape. But tlie melodies 
weie in such strange, wild measures (like much of 
his poetry), the niamhers were so irregular, that it 
was ahnoat impossible to do this. Still, in many 
instances the attempt was successful. 

" I recollect that on one occasion our club was to 
aing at a little gathering of fi-lends, and Pereiyal, 
quite to our astonishment, had consented to accom- 
pany ns, — for he had shunned all general, society 
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for years. Still more were we astonislied when 
he expressed his willingness, while there, to sing a, 
song of his own. He had brought hia accoi-dion. 
In a retired corner of tie room sat Ma gaunt, thin 
figure, bent over the instrument. To me he had 
never looted half so weird-like ; that noble Shak- 
Bpeareian head of his, the sharply-cut, spiritual fea- 
tures, his eyes so full of the wild fire of genius, the 
tliin, curling locks, all gave him the appearance of 
a minstrel come down fiom another age. 

" We had already quieted the room for the ex- 
pected song. Stamdmg near him, I soon knew, by 
the motion of hia lips, that he was singing. But no 
one heard him ; for I myself could distinguish only 
the soft breathing of a melody of his, that was tsi- 
miliar to me. Afier a while the company, suppos- 
ing that he was not quite ready to begin, com- 
menced talking again. 

"The bard sung on, and the song was finished ; 
but few, beside myself, at all suspected that he had 
been singing, most supposing, at last, that, for some 
reason, he had given up his intention. But his 
own soul had floated off upon his melody, and he 
had that sufficient reward which many a bard has, 
— the silent rapture of song. But I believe, and 
hope, Percival was convinced that we shared the 
pleasure witli him. 

"It will not be thought strange that I looked upon 
it as a, great triumph of music, — that it was vindi- 
cating iis eminently socializing and humanizing 
character, in thus drawing back to a regretting and 
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appreciating world a spirit which had so long been 
unhappily alienated from it. Percival was ap- 
proaching society again." 

That these studies were not superficial, appears 
from the fact that, in opposition to the loose and 
very imperfect manner in ■which Laljn and Greek 
were studied at that time, even in our best colleges, 
Percival taught himself to read the ancient classics 
in the same manner that he afterwards read the 
modem in i to a habit eiily acquired, of reading 
them aloud with a full exhibition of the harmony 
(f their versifications maj probably be ascribed 
much ot the simphcity puntj and enei^ of his 
dia on 

In short his attainments weie truly extraordi- 
niry Bv<,n m i'^''3, the !North American swd of 
him: "There is almost an encyploptedia fMniliarity 
in him with, subjects in many departments of mod- 
ern science. We regard his powers and resources as 
inexhaustible." Professor Chauncey A. Goodrich, of 
Yale Collie, in the Preface to the revised edition 
of Webster's Dictionary, after acknowledging tbe 
various authorities to which he had been indebted, 
in the revision, in single departments, adds the fol- 
lowing tribute to Percival's universal attainments, 
— a tribute as courteous as it was nobly earned; — 

" But it is obviously impossible for any one mind 
to embrace with accuracy all the various depart- 
ments of knowledge which are now brought within 
the compass of a dictionary. Hence arise most of 
I which abound iu 
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works of tilts kind. To avoid tliese as ikv aa possi- 
ble, especialiy in matters of science, the editor at 
first made an arrangement with Dr. J.imes G. Per- 
cival, who liad reiidei-ed important assistance to 
Dr. Webster, in the edition of 1828, to take the 
entire eliai^ of revising the scientific articles em- 
braced in this work. This revision, however, owing 
to causes beyond the control of either party, was 
extended to but little more tlian two letters of the 
alphabet." Said Professor Ticknor of him, in a 
letter addressad to Percival's present biographer, 
in 1858 ; " I received the news [of hia death] with 
the deepest regret. I felt that a very bright light 
had been extinguished. Indeed, he waa a most 
wouderfiil person, not only from his uncommon po- 
etical gifts, but from the vast variety and accuracy 
of his knowledge in dejMu-tments aa remote aa they 
well can be from poetry, and hardly less wide asun- 
der from each other." 

Of his poetry, Mr. Edward Evei-ett in the North 
American, in 182!, writes thus, in a review of his 
first published work ; " This little volume contains 
the marks of an inspiration more lofty and genuine 
than any similar collection of fugitive pieces from a 
native bard. .... This Prometheus, like most of 
tlie other pieces, breathes a melancholy spirit Iflo 
deep not to be real. We should sincerely regret 
that powers so fine as Mr. Pereival evidently pos- 
sesses, should want tJiat self-consciousness which 
they ought to inspire, or should fail to doubt of that 
public favor thev so truly deserve He shares 
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witli ftw tlie gifts wliitli make lilm a elasaleal 
American poet." Tlie Nortli American, in tlie scrti- 
cIg of 1823, before aJluded to (a notieo of an earlier 
number of "Clio"), said of him; "He possesses 
the rare and divine art of imparting to language 
those mysterious and uneariUj' influences, which 

come to ua from the strings of an .Slolian harp 

As you walk through the garden of his poetry, you 
enjoy something more than the pleasure of gazing 
on individual specimens, or inhding successive 
sweets, or surveying gay beds or fairly ordered 
parterres ; for the air itself is occupied with a spirit 
of mingled fragrance." 

The foUowing glimpse of the mai i hit. r ^ d 
adherence to truth and accuracy I'J well in po- 
etry as in science, we cull from the alreadj twice 
quoted article by Willis : — 

With the simplicity and eamustne'Js an! con 
fldingness of a child to thohe whom he n omentar h 
trusts, Percival has the j rnu 1 a id loft\ Tnd in 
accessible haitteur of an mtelleLtual pnnee to the 
world at lai^. 

" But it is imposable, ftom the Tery heart not to 
respect the man. He once mdignantlj spoke ot 
the trivial, gossiping, stor* telliHj, manner certam 
professors have of lectar ng on scientifii.. subieLta 
' All truth is sacred,' said he saci ed ^ the B ble 
and it should invariably be tieat d is sacred and 
Tvith dignified seriousness 

The views which Percival himself entertained of 

poetry are best described in his own langu^e, in a 
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letter to Professor Tieknor. After speaking of tlie 
fbllj- of literary labors as a matter of ambition, if a 
proper income cannot be secured thereby, lie con- 
tinues as follows ; " There is one employment, how- 
ever, winch I would wish to place above interest 
or ambition, — which I would wish to regard as 
holy, — Poetry. True poetry should be a holy 
thing, like true philosophy and true religion ; (he 
product only of our highest intellectual and moral 
nature (ein retnes vemim/iiges Gefihl). I have 
expressed this figuratively in a formula, which I 
may give as my Credo. Philosophy, Religion, and 
Poetry sit enthroned as a spiritual trinity in the 
shrine of our highest nature. The perfect vision 
of all-embracing truth, the vital feeling of all-bless- 
ing good, and the living conception of all-gracing 
beauty, they form united the Divinity of Pure 
Reason, With such feelings, I can no longer look 
to poetry as a source of emolument ; I cannot con- 
sent ti) use it for such a purpose ; I can only regard 
it as the vestal fire in the Adytmii : I must meet tlie 
world with weapons of more earthly temper." In 
the preface to the " Dream of a Day," pubUshed in 
1843, he ^ves tiie qualifications of the poet.* 

As a boy, he is remembered by Mr. Brace, his 
early teacher, as fair and pleasant, shy and retiring, 
his voice low and soft, his manner gentie and win- 
ning ; and even his dress, by its neatness and beauty, 
seemed to symbolize tiie pure and beautiful soul 



OK THE AUTHOR. xlvii 

within. Kordid he everlosethis purity and almost 
angelic Bweetnesa of disposition. His feelings were 
gentle and tender, impreaaible and nerroualj' sensiT 
live; and Le was ever faithful to his (rust, and 
conscientJoiisly thorough in the execution of lie 
various tasks which were committed to him. 

His eccentricities, and the self-imposed isolation 
for which he has been censured, find abundant jus- 
tification, both in his nature and the circumstances 
in which he was placed. His apology is best stated 
by himself, in a letter dated 1823: "leometimes 
feel bitter towards a public that leaves authors of 
real merit unrewarded. If I deserve all the North 
American says of me, I deserve something. But I 
forget that the public will not buy what does not 
please it, and it will not be pleased with what is not 
of its own order, ' Like loves like,' all the world 
over, in England as well as here ; and if I cannot 
come down to the public, I must sit above them, 

cold and hungry I have said enough of my 

ciremnstances. They are low and sad enough, and 
they have made my spirits low. I could tell a tale 
of embaiTasameats, joined to a bad constitution, in- 
jured health, and a neglected orphanage, which 
would do much to excuse the wrong that is in me." 

But he nevertheless worked on, sustained by the 
fire and energy of genius. In 1832 he appears to 
have been under the cloud still. At that time he 
wrote ta Professor Ticknor, requesting his influence 
to procure him employment. His wants were 
modest and few. After stating that bis entire in- 
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come for the two prc^ iou3 ^ eirs wia b it f j a 
year, he continues \>itli such emplo}ments 
(editing books, etc.) — which I cannot hut think 
I have amply deseived by my talents m^ attain 
ments, and the fidehty aeeuraej anl mdustiy with 
which I have accompliahed what I have under 
taken, — with such emjloymenta my wiy will be 
Emooth before me. TJndei such circumstances I 
feel myself compelled to plead for employment and 
with a, compensation suited for me, and as Ls fit for 
a literary man who deserves encouragement. I 
have no wish for anything more. Only give me 
light and room (jroir/irov 8" aWpijv), and I am sure 
I can exert myself still with as much effort and dil- 
igence as any, and I doubt not with sufficient 

In conversation few showed more ability or less 
dc^matism than PercivaL His range of topics com- 
prised every department in science, morals, history, 
art, and literature. If opinions oppceite to his own 
were advanced, he would listen calmly to the argu- 
ments by which they were sustained, replj-ing in a 
ready and Ingenious manner, hut maintaining his 
own opinions with great firmness. Mere assertions 
he rarely ventured upon. His only fault in con- 
versation, if fault it should be called, was that irre- 
pressible communicaliYeness, so apt to result from 
long-continued and solitary study. The material 
of his conversation was rich and interesting knowl- 
edge, thought, and sentiment, — not idle words. 
Those who had the good fortune to obtain ready 
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a c h to Iiim wpie -unjli rewarded for their pa- 
t enue as iiotenfcrs His mmd could easily be led 
to poetry and cntitism when liis remarks would 
I e delightfully geni'il and suggestive ; but he Bel- 
ik n selected the'ie topirs him'ielf. Indeed, his con- 
1 ei-sation generailj followed the lead of others. 

This is not the place to enter upon a criticism of 
liis poetry. And in fact, wiliout reference to the 
circumstances of his life, all criticism, however just 
in itseli^ will fail in justice to him. He composed 
with surprising rapidity. Numbera of his poems 
were thrown off in moments of sparkling and salient 
feeling, and finished, as it were, on the instant. 
Tho Wreck, a poem of about forty pages, was writ- 
ton in three or four days. He trusted to the inspi- 
ration of the moment, and was impatient of revision. 
In reference to this habit, he would often remark; 
" After all, art is but a perfected nature." Kbr 
indeed had his lot ever permitted him to cultivate 
indusfriously and with thoughtful care the "life 
poetic." It was never in his power to husband his 
hours for a watchfiil improvement of the fluxes and 
refluxes of his inner being, and thus to train hia 
imagination to its highest discipline, and systemati- 
cally to accumulate his resources. His want of all 
security for the future, and the painful drudgery 
and economy by which only he could live, allowed 
him but very few moments of leisure in which to 
surrender himself wholly to poetic impulses. There 
were times when he was unable, through poverty, 
to buy enough suitable food to sustMii his bodily 
I Google 



strength in a fit condition to admit of study even, 
to Bay nothing of the higher demands of creation. 

The reader should also bear in mind that he rarely 
retouched what he had once written. This is es- 
pecially true of his eariiev effuaons, the Prometheus 
among the number. It should be remembered, 
also, that the latter poem was written at the period 
when Byron's "men of one virtue and a thousand 
crimes " received the adoring worship of what was 
believed to be taste and sensibility ; though Byron, 
unlike Perdval, knew vice and mora! deformity as 
a man, and conSd give to their dehneations a reality 
which partook of the actual, though not of that 
truer and enduring real which can only be exhibited 
by the purer kinds of poetic imagination in their 
all-penetrating and creative power. In Percival'a 
later poetical productions, the Classic Melodies * 
especially, there are marks, however, not only of a 
broader humanity, but also of that thorough artistic 
elaboration, which secures the same keen delight to 
the reader that the poet himself experienced in the 
moments of his inspiration, as he gave to " airy 
nothing a local habitation and a name." But at 
whatever period of his poetic life we regard him, 
he waa a truly remarkable man. In his fusion of 
smooth and siveeping flow with strength, Saxon 
enei^y, and unaffected maniinesa, we hold him the 

* See an elaioraKi snfl Bcliolarlj Krlicle on Pendral's " ClasalB 



fiqual to any of his Jinglisli pi'edece^ors since the 
Elizabethan age. 

It might be shown that it is not necessary that a 
poet of aeknowledged genius should produce some 
suataaned and continuous poem, and that, for the 
most delightful and unquestionably one of the high- 
est uses of poetry, a volume of condensed and 
choice effusions is beyond doubt better than any 
other. It gives that rest irom weariness and care, 
that translation to a higher sphere of mind, which 
causes a warmer glow of gratitude to a favorite 
poet, than to any other who benefits the world by 
Ma genius ; and what was said of Percival many- 
years ago will ever remain true ; " All his produc- 
tions breathe that spirit of genuine inspiratJon which 
can alone in characters of light 



Percival died at Hazel Green, Wisconsin, on the 
morning of the 2d of May, 1856; and on the 4th of 
the month he was buried, with the Eoleinn rites of 
the Protestant Episcopal Church. 
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insider Poetry In s. twofold yiew, aa a spirit and a manl- 
ioD' Perhaps the poetic EpMC has never been tuoto juaUy 
id, thaa by Byron in his Proptcoy of Dante, — u. creation 



This Bpiiit may hs manlt^af^d by Ijmgm^e, mdiiaal or prose, T17 
Aeclookation, by muucal aounda, by expTesslon, by geslnref by 
modOQ, and by ImitaUug forma, colorB, and flfaadea ; an chat lit- 
emturu, oi-atory, muaio, physiognomy, acting, and tiie ana of 



iiigand perapecUye. 

The world iafuU of Poetry, — the air 

Ts living with its spirit; aad the waves 

Dance to the music of its melodies, 

And sparkle in its brightneaa. Earth is veiled. 

And mantled with its Deauty ; and the walls 

Tliat ciose the universe with crjBtal in, 

Are eloquent with vcaceB, that proclaim 

The unseen glories of immensi^, 

In hatmotties, too perfect, and too high, 

For aught hut beings of celestial monld, 

And speak to man m one eternal hymn, 

Uufadmg heauty, and uajielding power. 

The year leads round the seasons, in a choir 
For ever charming, and for ever new, 
Blending the grand, the beautiftd, the gay, 

I..... Google 



2 POETRY. 

The mournful, and the tender, in one atrain. 
Which steals into the heart, like sounds that rise 
l-'ar off, in moonUght eveiiines, on the shore 
Of the wide ocean resting alter stomiB ; 
Or tones that wind around the Taulted roof. 
And pointed arches, and retiring aisles 
Of some old, lonely minster, where the hand. 
Skilful, and moved with passionate love of art, 
Plays o'er the higher keys, and heais a2oft 
The peal of bursting thunder, and then calls, 
By mellow touches, from the softer tubes. 
Voices of melting tenderness, that blend 
With pure and gentle musings, till the soul, 
Commmgling with the meloi^, is borne, 
Eapt, and dissolved in eistaay, to Heaven. 

'T is not the chime and flow of words, that movi 
In mesBured file, and metrical array ; 
'T is not the union of retarning sounds, 
Nor all the pleaang artifice of rhyme. 
And quantity, and accent, that can give 
This all-pervading spirit to the ear, 
Or blend it with the movintts of the sonl, 
"T is a mysterious feeling, which combines 
Man with the world around him, hi a cliain 
Woven of flowers, and dipped in sweetness, till 
He taste the high communion, of his thoughts, 
Widi all existences, in earth and heaven. 
That meet him in the charm of grace and power, 
'T ia not the noisy babbler, who displays. 
In studied phrase, and ornate epithet, 
And rounded period, poor and vapid thoughts. 
Which peep frora out the cumbrous ornaments 
That overload their littleness. Its words 
Are few, but deep and solemn ; and they break 
Fresh fiim the fount of feeling, and are flill 
Of all that passion, which, on Carmel, fired 
The holy prophet, when his lips were coals. 
His language winged with terror, as when bolla 
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Leap from the broodinff tempest, armed witli wrath, 
Commiaaoned to aifriglit us and destroy. 

Passion, when deep, is still, — the glaring eye 
That reads its enemy with glance of fire, 
Tlie lip that curls and writhes in bitterness, 
The brow contracted, till its wrinkles liide 
The keen, fixed orbs that bum and flash below, 
The hand firm clenched and quivering, and the foot 
Planted in attitude lo spring, and dart 
Its vengeance, are the mngnage it employs. 
So the poetic feeling needs no words 
To give it utterance ; but it swells, and glows. 
And revels in the ecstasies of soul, 
And sits at banquet with celestial forms, 
The beings of its own creation, fair, 
And lovely, as e'er haunted wood and wave, 
When earth was peopled, in its solitudes, 
Wilh nymph and naiad, — mighty as the gods. 
Whose palace was Olympus, and the clouds 
That hung, in gold and flame, around its brow; 
Who bore, upon their features, all that grand 
And awful dignity of front, which bowa 
The eye that gazes on the marble Jove, 
Wko hurls, in wrath, bis thunder, and die god, 
Thk! image of a beauty so divine. 
So m!i3cnline, so artless, that we seem 
To share in his intensity of joy, 
Wiien, sure as fate, the bounding arrow sped, 
And darted to the scaly monster s heart. 

This spirit is the breath of Nature, blown 
Over the sleeping forms of ciay, who else 
Doze on through life in blank stupidity, 
Till by its blast, as by a touch of fire. 
They rouse to lofty purpoaej and send out, 
In deeds of enet^j', the rage within. 
Its seat is deeper in the savage breast, 
Thin in tiie man of cities; ia tiae child, 
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"niaiL in maturer bosoms. Art may prune 
Its rank and wild luxuriance, and may train 
Its Bti'ong outlirealtings, and its Tchement gusts, 
To soft refinement, aud amenity ; 
But all its energy haa Tanished, all 
Its maddening and commanding spirit gone. 
And all its tender touclieB, and its tones 
Of Boul-dissolving patios, lost and hid 
Among the measured notes, that move as dead 
And heartless as the puppets in a show. 

Well I remember, in my boj-isli days. 
How deep tlie feeling when my eye looked forth 
On Nature, in lier loveliness, aad storms. 
How my heart gladdened, as the light of spring 
Came from tlie sun, with zephyrs, and with showers, 
Waking tba earth to beauty, and the woods 
To music, and the atmosphere to blow, 
Sweetly and calmly, with its breath of balm. 
O, how I gazed upon tie dazzling blue 
Of summw'B Heaven of glory, and the waves. 
That rolled, in bending gold, o'er hill and plmn ; 
And on the tempest, iSien it issued forth, 
In folds of blackness, from the northern sky, 
And.sfood abore the moontaine, silent, dark, 
Frowning, and terrible ; then sent abroad 
The lightning, as its herald, and the peal. 
That rolled m deep, deep volleys, round the bills, 
The warning of its coming, and IJie Bound, 
That ushered in. its elemental war I 
And, oh 1 I stood, in breathless longing fixed, 
■^embling, and yet not fearful, as the clouds 
Heaved their dark billows on the roaring winds, 
That sent, from mountain top, and bendmg wood, 
A long hoarse murmur, like the rush of waves. 
That burst, in foam and fury, on the shore. 
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Cauglit not a speck upon the soft serene, 

To stain its deep cerulean, but tlie cloud, 

Tliat floated, lilte a lonely spirit, there, 

Wliite as the anow of Zemla, or the foam 

Tiiat on the mid-sea tosses, cinctured round, 

In eaay undulations, with a belt 

Woven of bright Apollo's golden hair. 

Nor, when that arch, in winter's clearest night, 

Mantled in ebon darkness, strewed with stars 

Ite canopy, that seemed to swell, and swell 

The high.er, as I gazed upon it, till. 

Sphere after sphere, evolving, on the height 

Of Heaven, the everlasting throne shone through, 

In glory's full effulgence, and a wave. 

Intensely bright, rolled, like a fountain, foith 

Biineath its sapiihiru pedestal, and streamed 

Duwii tlio long Liahiiiy, a flood of snow, 

iS.ithinp; till.', litiiivi'iis in light, the spring that gushed, 

Tn ovci-ilijiviti" rii^luiesa, from the breast 

Of all-mit(^i'Aal Sature. These I saw. 

And f«lt to madness ; hut my full heart gave 

No utterance to the ineffable within. 

Woi-ds were too weak ; they were unknown ; but still 

Tlie feeling was most poignant r it has gone ; 

And all the dticpest flow of aomids, that e'er 

i-'oured, in a tiiiTeiit fnlneaa, from the tongue 

Ricli with tlie "-ealfh of ancient bards, and stored 

"With ail tlie ]>aU'iiir(;Iia of British song 

Hallo\\-(;d and rcndoi'cd glorious, cannot tell 

Tiiose feelings, which have died, to live no more. 
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THE DE8EETED WIFE, 

Hg comes not ; — I ha I'e watclied the moon go down, 

But yet he comes not. Once it was not so. 

He thinks not how these bitter tears do flow, 

The while ho holds his liot in that toivn. 

Yet he will come, and chide, and I shall weep ; 

And ho will wake my infant trom its sleep, 

To blend its feeble wailing with my tears. 

0, how I Jove a mother's watch to keep. 

Over those sleeping eyes, that smile, wruch cheers 

Wy heart, though sunk in sorrow, fixed and deep I 

I had a husband once, who iovedme, — now, 

He ever wears a frown upon his brow, 

And feeds his passion on a wanton's lip. 

As bees, from lanrel flowers, a poison ap; 

But yet I cannot hate. — 0, there were hours 

When I eould hang for ever on his eye. 

And Time, who stme with ailelit swiftness by. 

Strewed, as he hurried on, his patliwith flowers. 

I loved him then, — ho loved me too. My heart 

Still finds its fondness kindle, if he smile ; 

The memoi-yof our loves will ne'er depart; 

And though he often stin" me with a dart, 

Venomed and barbed, and waiste upon the vile 

Caresses which his babe and mine should share, 

Though he should spurn me, 1 will calmly bear 

His madness, — and should sickness come, and lay 

Its paralyzing liand upon him, then 

I would with Kindness all my wrongs repay, 

Until the penitent should ivoop, and say 

How injured, and how faithful, I had been. 
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crarauMPTiow. 



CONSUMPTION. 



There is a sweetness in woman's decay. 
When the light of beauty is fading awa^, 
When the bright enchantment of youth is gone. 
And the tint ^t glowed, and the eye that shone, 
And darted around its glance of power, 
And the lip that vied with the sweetest flower 
That ever in Fteatmn's * garden blew. 
Or ever was steeped in fragi'ant dew, — 
When all that was bright and fair Js fled, 
But the loveliness lingering round the dead, 

O, there is a sweetness in beauty's close. 
Like the perfume scenting the withered rose; 



a nameless charm around her plays. 
Ana her eyes are kindled with hallo' ' 
And a Teil of spotless purity 



e kindled with hallowed rays, 



Has mantled her eheet with its heavenly dye, 
Like a cloud whereon the queen of night 
Has poured her softest tint of light ; 
And there is a blending of white and blue, 
Where the purple bloc« is melting through 
The snow of her pale aiid tender cheek ; 
And there are tones, that sweetly speak 
Of a spirit, who longs for a purer aay, 
And is ready to wing her flight away. 

In the flush of yonth and the spring of feeling, 
When life, like a sunny stream, is stealing 
Its silent stops through a flowery patli. 
And all the endearments, that pleasure hath, 
Are poured from her full, o'erflhwing horn. 
When the rose of enjoyment conceab no thorn, 
In her lightness of heart, to the cheery song 
The maiden may trip in the dance along. 
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8 C0N9UMPTI0S. 

And think of the passing moment, that lies. 
Like a fairy dream, in hci- dazzled eyes, 
And yield to the present, that charms around 
With a!) that ia lovely in sight and sound. 
Where a thousand pleasing, phantoms flit. 
With lie Ttace of mirth, and the bm«t of wit. 
And the music that steals to the bosom's core, 
And the heart in its fuhiMS flowing o'er 
With a few lag drops, that are soou repressed, 
For short is the sta.y of grief in her breast : 
In this enliTened and jjladsome hour. 
The spirit may buwi witJi a brighter power ; 
But dearer tlie cahn and quiet day. 
When the HeaTen-aiuk soul is stealing away, 

And when her sun is low declining, 

And life wears out with no repining, 

And the whisper, that tells of early death, 

Is sofl^ as the west-wind's baJniy breath, 

When it comes at the hour of still repose, 

To sleep in the breast of the wocang rose ; 

And the lip, that swelled with a livmg glow, 

Is pale as a cnrl of new-£hllcn saoiv ; 

And her cheek, hke the Parian stone, is fiur, 

Bnt the heclJc spot that flnshes tliere. 

When the tide irflife, frora its secret dwelling, 

Li a sudden gush, is deeply ewelling, 

And ^ving a tinge to her icy lips. 

Like the criranon. n»e's brightest tips. 

As richly red, and as transient too. 

As the clouds, in autiimn's sky of blue, 

That seem like a liost of glory met 

To honor the sun at his goklen set : 

O, tlien, when the spuit ia taking wing. 

How fondly her thoughts to her dear one cling, 

As if she would blend her aoul witli his 

In a deep and Ion" imprinted kiss ; 

So fondly the panting camel flies, 

Where die glassy vapor cheats hia eyes, 
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And the dove from the falcon seeks ier neat, 
And the infant shrinks to ite mother's breast. 
And though her dying voice be mute, 
Or fiunt aa the tones of an nnatrunn; late. 
And though the glow from her cheek be fled. 
And her pale lips cold aa the marble dead, 
Her eye still beams unwonted fires 
With a woman's h>ve and a saint's desires, 
And her last fond, lingering look is ^ven 
To the love she leaves, and then to Heaven, 
As if she would bear that love away 
To a purer world and a brighter day. 



THE CORAL GEOVE. 

Drep in the wave is a cord grove. 

Where the purple mullet and gold-fish rove. 

Where the aea-ftower spreads its leaves of blue. 

That never are wet with falling dew, 

But in bright and changeful beauty shine, 

Far down in the green and glassy brine. 

The floor is of sand like tie mountain drifl^ 

And the pearl-shells spangle the flinty snow ; 

Pi-om coral rocks the sea plants Ifft 

Their boughs, where the tides and billows flow ; 

The water is eahn and still below, 

I<'or the ynada and waves iffe absent there, 

And the sands are bright as the stars that glow 

Tu the motionless fields of upper air : 

There with its waving blade of green, 

The sea-flag streams tlirough the silent waf«r. 

And the crjmaon leaf of the dulse is seen 

I'o blush, like a banner bathed in slaughter : 

There with a light and easy motion, 

The fan-coral sweeps tlirough the clear, deep sea; 

And the yellow and scarlet tufts of ocean 

Are bending like corn oa the upland lea : 
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10 THE COEAL GHOVE. 

And life, in rare and beautiful forms, 
Is sporting aroid those bowers of stone, 
And is SMe, when the wrathful spirit of storme, 
Has made the top of the wave his own : 
And when the ship from his fiiry flies, 
Where the myriad voices of ocean roar, 
When the wind-god frowns in the murky akies, 
And demons are waiting the wreck on diore ; 
Then far below, in the peaceftil aea, 
llie purple mullet and gold-fiah rove. 
Where the waters murmur tranquilly. 
Through the bending twigs of the coral grove, 



I HAD fotind out a sweet green spot, 
Where a lily was blooming fair ; 
The din of the city disturbed it not. 
But the spirit, that shades the quiet cot 
With its wings of love, was there. 

I found that lily's bloom, 

"Wlien the day was dark and chill; 

It smiled, like a star, in the misty gloom, 

And it sent abroad a soft perfume, 

Which ia floating around me still. 

I sat by the lily's hell. 

And I watched it many a day ; 

The leaves, that rose m a flowing swell. 

Grew ftunt and dim, then drooped and fell. 

And the flower had flown away. 

I looked whei-e the leaves were laid. 

In withering paleness, by ; 

And, as gloomy thoughts stole on me, said, 

There is many a aweet and blooming maid. 

Who will soon as dimly die. 
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THE BROKEN HEAET. 

He has gone to the land where the dead, are still, 

And mute the song of gladness; 

He drank at the cup ofgrief his fill. 

And his life was a di-eam of madness ; 

The viethn of fancy's torturing spell, 

From hope to darkness driven. 

His agony w^ the rack of Hell, 

llis joy tJie thrill of Heaven. 

He has gone to the land where tiie dead arc cold. 

And thought will sting him — never; 

The tomb its darkest veil lias rolled 

O'er all his faulte ftir ever ; 

O, there was a light tiiat shone within 

The gloom that hung around him | 

His heart was fovmc3 to woo and win, 

But love had never crowned him. 

Ho has gone to the land where tlie dead may rest 

In a soft, unbroken slumber. 

Where the pulse, that swelled his anguished breast, 

Shail never his tortures number ; 

Ah I little the reckless wiilmgs know. 

How keenly throbbed and smarted 

That bosom, which burned with a brightest glow, 

Till crushed and broken-hearted. 

He longed to love, and a frown was all 
The cold and thoughtless gave him ; 
He sprang to Ambition's Irumpet-call, 
But back they rudely drave hun : 



They called the feeling madi 

Et for woe with a 
and moody sadne^. 



And he wept for woe with a melting eye, 
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TO SENECA LAKE. 



But repulsed by the praud, the cold, tie it 
He sunk in despei'ation ; 



They called him away to Pleasure's boivera, 
But gave liim a poisoned chalice, 
And from her alluring wreath of flowers 
They glanced the grin of maliee, 

lie felt that the charm of life was gone, 
That his hopes were chilled and hlasted. 
That being wearily lingered on 
In sadness, while ]t lilted ; 
He turned to the picture fency drew, 
"Which he thought would darken never ; 
It fled ; — 1» the damp, cold grave he flew 
Ajid he sleeps with the dead for ever. 



TO SENECA LAKE. 

Os thy fair bosom, silver lake I 
The wild swan spreads his snowy siul, 

And round his breast the ripples break, 
Aa down he bears before the gale. 

On thy fair bosom, waveless stream I 
The dipping paddle echoes far. 

And flaslies in the moonlight gleam, 
Aud brigJit reflocla the polar star. 

The waves along thy pebbly shore, 

As blows the north-wind, heave their fba 

And curl aromjd tlie dashing oar, 
As late die boatman hies liim home. 

Hmv sweet, at set of sun, to view 
Thy golden mirror spreading wide, 

And see the mist of mantling blue 
Ploat round the distant mount^'s side. 
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At midnight hour, as shines the moon, 
A sheet of silver spreads below, 

And swift she cuts, at highest noon, 
Light clouds, like wreaths of purest si 

On thy fair bosom, silver lalie ! 

O, I could ever sweep the oar, 
When early hlrds at morning wake, 

And evening tells us toil js o'er. 



0, HAD I the wings of a swallow, I'd iiy 
Where tlie roses are blossoming all tlie year long, 
A^Tiere the landscape is always a feast to the eye, 
And the bills of the ■warblers are ever in song ; 
0, then I would fly from the cold and tlie snow, 
And hie to the land of the orange aiid vine, 
And carol the ■winter away in the glow. 
That rolls o'er the ever gi«en bowers of tlie Ime. 

Indeed, I should gloomily steal o'er the deep, , 
Like the storm-loving petrel, that skims there, 

alone; 
I would take me a dear little martin to keep 
A sociable flight to the tropical zone : 
How cheerily, ■wing by wing, over the sea 
We would fly from the dark clouds of winter away. 
And for ever our song and our twitter sliould be, 
" To the land where Bie year is eternally gay." 

We would nestle awhile in the jeaaanune bowers, 
And take up our lodge in the crown of the palm, 
And live, like the bee, on its fruits and its flowers, 
Tlist always are flowing with honey and balm ; 
And there we would stay, till the winter is o'er, 
And April is checkered with sunshine and rain, — 
O, then we would flit from that far-distant shore 
Over island and wave to our country ^^njj^^.GoO'^Ic 



Through clusters that bend with the oane and the 

And break on tie beaches in su^es of gold, 
When morning comes forth in her lovehest pi-ime : 
We would touch for a while, as we traversed the 

At the islands that echoed io Waller and Moore, 
And winnow our wings with an easier motion 
Through the breath of the cedar that blows from 
the shore. 

And when we had rested our wings, and had fed 
On the sweetness that comes from the juniper 

By the spirit of home and of infancy led. 

We would huriy aeain to the land of our loves ; 

And when frcm Bie breast of the ocean would 

Far off m the distance, that dear native shore, 
In the joy of our hearts we would cheerily sing, 
" No liuid is so lovely when winter is o'er." 



EETEOSrECTION. 



Wliich brighten and brighten as time steals away; 
They give a new charm to the happiest lot, 
And they shine on the gloom of the loneliest day : 
These moments ai'e hallowed by smiles and by 

The first look of love, and the last parting given ; 
As the sun, in the dawn of his glor^, appears. 
And the cloud weeps and glows with the rainbow 
in heaven. 



EETEOSPECTION. 15 

There are hours, there are mmntes, which memory 

brings, 
Like blossoms of Eden, to twine rounii the heart ; 
And as time rushes by on the nught of his wings. 
They may darken awhile, but they never depmi : 
O, these hallowed remembrances cannot decay, 
But they come on the soul with a magical thrill ; 



Tiioy come, like the dawn in its lovelinesa, now, 
The same look of beauty, that shot to my soul ; 
The snows of the mountain are bleached on her 

And her eyes, in the blue of the firmament, roll : 
Tlie roses are dim by her cheek's living bloom, 
And her coral lips part, like the opening of flowers ; 
She moves through the air in a cloud of perfume. 
Like the wind from the blossoms of jessamine 
bowers. 

From her eye's melting azure there sparkles a flame. 
That kindled my young blood to ecstasy's glow ; 
She speaks, — and the tones of lier voice are the 

As would once, Uke the wind-harp, in melody flow : 
That touch, as her hand meets and mingles with 

Shoots along to my heart with electrical thrill ; 
'T was a mwnent for earth too supremely divine. 
And while life lasts, its sweetness shall cling to me 
still. 

We met, — and we drank from, the crystalline well 
That flows from the tbuntain of science above ; 
On the beauties of thought we would silently dwell, 
Till we looked — though we never were talking of 
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We parted, — the tear glistened bright in her eye, 
And her melting hand diook, as I dropped it for 



Liie majfrowD, — but its light shall 



CALM AT SEA. 

The night k clear, 

The sky is tair. 

The wave is resting on the ocean ; 

Aad far and near 

The alent ail- 

Just lifts the flag with faintest motion. 

There is no gale 

To fill the sail, 

No wind to heave the curlmg billow ; 

The streamers droop, 

And trembling stoop, 

Like boughs, that cnnvn the weeping willow. 

From off the shore 

Is heard the roar 

Of waves in softest motion rolling; 

The twinkling stars, 

And whispering airs, 

Are all to peace the heart controlling. 

The moon is bright, 

Her ring of light. 

In silver, pates the blue of heaven, 

Or tints with gold. 

Where lightly rolled, 

Like fleecy snow, the rack is driven. 
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How ealm and clear 

The Bilent axe I 

How amootli and sijll tlic glassy o 

While stars above 

Seem lamps of love, 

To light the temple of devotion. 



THE QUEEN OF FL0WEE8. 

1 AM the li^ht, fantastic queen of flowers; 
I call the wmd-rose from its bed of snow, 
I pour upon the springing turf soft showers, 
I paint tlie buds of jasmine, when they blow, 
I (five the violet leiJ its tender blue, 
night's unsullied tears, 
ts with richer glances through, 
Like beauty heightened by a maiden's fears j 
Around the e!m s green arch I finely twine 
The wooing tendrua of the clasping vine. 
And when the Temal air is fresh with dew, 
And the new award with drops bedighted o'er, 
I lend the buttercup its golden hue, 
Tliat glitters libs a leaf of molten ore; 
I dress the lily in its veil of lawa 
Whiter than foam upon the crested wave, 
Pure as the spirit parted from its grave, 
When every stain that earth, had left is gone. 



So that it 



Shining beneath the mellow sun of May, 

Like pearls fresh'sathored from th«r glossy shells, 

Or tints that on the pigeon's plumage play. 

When filled with love his tender bosom swells ; 

1 throw Aurora o'er tJie cup of gold 

The tulin lifts to catflh the tears of heaven, 

Gay as U\e cloud whose ever-changing fold 

Heralds the dawn, and proudly curtams even ; 

1 talte the rainbow, as it glides away 

To mingle with the pure, unshaded sky, 
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18 THE BPIRIT OF THE AUt. 

And, melting in one di-op its bright array, 

I poor it in flie crown-imperial's eye ; 

3 weave the silken fringe, that, as a vest, 

Mantles the fleur-de-lis in glossy down, 

I scatter gold spots on its open breast, 

And lift in slender points trf blue its crown : 

I aia the light, fantastic queen of flowers, 

My bed is m the bosom of a rose, 

And there I sweetly dream the moonlight horns, 

While vermeil curtains round my pillow close. 



THE SPIEIT or THE ATE. 

I AM the spirit of tic viewless air, 

Upon the rolling clouds I plant my throne, 

I move serenely, when the fleet winds bear 

My palace in its ffight, from zone to zone ; 

High on the mountiuii top I sit alone. 

Shrouding behind a veil of niglit my form. 

And when the trumpet of assault has blown, 

Career upon the pinions of the storm ; 

By me the gales of morning sweetly blow. 

Waving, along the bank, the bending flowers ; 

"Tia at my_ touch the clouds disBolving flow, 

"When flitting o'er the sky, in silent lowers ; 

I send the breeze to play among the bowers, 

And CTirl the li^ht-green ripples on the lake ; 

I call the sea-wind in Ihe sultiy hours. 

And all his train of gentle airs awake ; 

I lead the zephyr on the dewy lawn 

To gather up the pearls that speck it o'er. 

Ana when the coolness of the night has gone, 

I Bend it where the willows crown the shore ; 

I dt within the circle of the moon. 

When the fmr planet smiles, and brightly throws 

Around the radiance of her cleai-ost n 



Till every cloud tliat passes by her glows. 
When folds of fleecy vapor htoag the sky. 
Borne on the night-wind through the silent ain -, 
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And as they float, tlie stars seem riishiug by, 

Arid the moon glides away in glor^ there ; 

I leail the wild-fow!, -when !u3 untried wing 

Boldly ascends the vernal arch of blue, 

Before him oh his airy path I flin^ 

A magic light, tliat arfely gmdea Mm through; 

When lost m distant haze, I send his i^ 

Floating in mellcnv tones along the wind. 

Then like a speck of light he nurrjes ty, 

And hills, and woods, and lakes are left hehind r 

When clouds are gathering, or when whirlwinds 

When heaven is dark with storms, or hrighfJy ftiir, 
Wliiire'er the viewless waves of etiier flow. 
Calm, or in tempest rolling, I am there. 



LIBERTY TO ATHENS. 

TiiB flag of freedom floats once more 

Around the lofty Parthenon ; 

It waves, as waved the pjJm of yore. 

In days departed loi^ and gone ; 

As bright a ^lory, from the skies. 

Pours down its licht arouod those towers, 

And once again flie Greeks arise. 

As in their country's noblest hours ; 

Their swords are girt in virtue's cause, 

Minerva's sacred Eill is free ; — 

O, may she keep her eqnal laws. 

While man shall live, and time shall be I 

The pride of all her shrines went down ; 
The Goth, the Frank, the Turk, had reft 
The laurel from her civic crown ; 
Her helm by many a sword was cleft ; 
She lay among Iicr ruins low, — 
Where grew the palm, the cypress rose, 
And, crushed and bruised by mauy a blow, 
She cowered beneath hev savage foes ; ,-- , 
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LIBERTY TO ATHENS. 

But now again slie springs from eartli. 
Her loud, awakening trumpet speaks ; 
She rises in a brighter birth, 
And sounds redemption to the Greeks. 

It is the classic jubilee ; — 
Their servile years have rolled away ; 
The clouds that hovered o'er them See, 
They hail the dawn of freedom's day ; 
From Heaven the golden light descends, 
Tlie times of old are on the wing, 
And Glory there her pinion bends, 
And Beauty wakes a fairer spring ; — 
The hills of Greece, her rocli, her waves, 
Ave all in trimnph's pomp arrayed ; 
A light that points their tyrants' graves 
Plays round each bold Athenian's blade. 

The Parthenon, the sacred shrine 

Where Wisdom held her pure abode : 

The hill of Mars, -where light divine 

Proclaimed the true, but unknown God; 

Where Justice held unyielding sway, 

And trampled aU corruption down, 

And onwfflMi took her lofty way 

To reach at Truth's nnfeding crown : 

The rock, where liberty was ftiU, 

Wliere Eloquence her torrents rolled, 

And loud, against tlie despot's rule, 

A knell the patriot's fiiry tolled : 

Tlie stage, whereon tlie drama spake. 

In tones that seemed the words of Heaven, 

Which made the wretch in terror shake. 

As by aven^ng ftiries driven : 

The ^ves and gardens, where the frre 

Of wisdom, aa a fountain, burned. 

And every eye, that dared aspire 

To truth, has long in worship turned ; 

The halls and porticoes, where trod 

The moral sage, severe, unstained^ | 



THE GREEK emigrant's SOSG. 

And where tiie intellectual God 
In all tie light of "science reigned: 
The schools, where rose in symmetry 
The ample, but m^estiq pile. 
Where marble threw its rouglmeaa by, 
To glow, to frown, to weep, to smile. 
Where colors made the canvas iive, 
Where Muaic rolled her flood along, 
And all the charms that art can give 
Were blent witli beauty, love, and song ! 
The port, from whose capacious womb 
Her navies took their conquering road, 
The heralds of an awful doom 
To all, who woiild not kiss her rod : 
Ou these a dawn of glory springs, 
These tropHes of her brightest fame ; 
Away the long-oh^ned city flings 
Her weeds, her sha^ikles, and her shame ; 
Again her ancient souls awake, 
Harmodius bares anew his sword ; 
Her sons in wrath their fetters break. 
And Freedom is their only lord. 



THE GREEK EMIGRASTS SONG. 

Mow launch the boat upon the wave, — 
The wind is blowing off the shore, — 
I will not live, a cowering slave. 
In these polluted islands, more : 
Beyond the wild, dark-heaving sea, 
There is a better home for me 1 

The wind is blowing off the shore, 
And out to sea the streamers fly, — 
My music is thu dashing n 



That Heaven seems opening o 
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I will not live a cowering slave. 
Though all the charms of life may ehine 
Aroimd me, and tlie land, the wave, 
And sky be drawn in tints divine ; — 
Give lowering akies and rocks to me, 
If there my spirit can he free I 

Sweeter than spicy gales, that blow 
From orange-groves with wooing breath. 
The ■winds may from these islands flow, — 
But 't is an atciospliere of death ; 
The lotus, which transformed the hrave 
And haughty to a willing slave. 

Softer than Minder's winding stream. 
The wave may lipple on this coast ; 
And brighter than the morning heajn. 
In golden swell, be round it tost; — 
Give me a rude and stormy shore. 
So power can never direat me more I 

Brirfiter than all the tales they tell 
Of Eastern pcMup and pageantry, 
Our smiset skies in glory swell, 
Hung round with flowing tapestry ; — 
The norrors of a wmtry storm 
Swell brighter o'er a freeman's form ! 

The sjjrii^ may here with autumn twiae. 
And both combined may rule the year. 
And fresh-blown flowers and racy wine ■ 
In frosted clusters still bo near ; — 
Dearer the wild and snowy hills, 
"Where hale and ruddy Freedom smiles ! 

Beyond the wild, dark-hearing sea. 

And ocean's stormy vasCness <?er, 

There is a better home for me, 

A welcomer and dearer shore ; 

There hands, and hearts, and souls, are twined. 

And fl'ee the man, and free the mind. . 
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ODE TO FREEDOM. 

Spuiit of the days of old ! 
Ere the generoua heart grew cold ; 
When the pulse of life was strong. 
And tbe breath of vengeance long ; 
When, with jealous sense, the heart 
Felt the least indigniint snuirt ; 
When, alive at every pore. 
Honor no injuatiee bore, 
But, like lions on their prey, 
Sprang and washed the stMn away; 
When the patriot's hkiod. was shod 
At the alirine where valor bled ; 
When the bard, Ttith kindling song, 
Kousod them to avenge their wrong j 
When the thought of manlt, deep 
In tho heart, could never deep, 
But, though cherished KUtfiy a day, 
Still at last it burst its way, 
Rolling with impetuous tide, 
"nil the fooman crouched or died. 

Sph'it of tho days of yore 1 

When the lofty heiw bore. 

On his brow, and on his crest, 

Si^iis of tliought, that could not rest ; 

WTien the eager, active soul 

Spurned, and broke through all control, 

!Natnre was his only rule. 

Feeling taught his only school ; 

When his vigoroua frame was nursed, 

By no arts iSat poison cnrsed ; 

iV'hcn hia heart was firm, to will. 

And his baud was strong to kill ; 

When he sternly strutted throngh 

All that he resolved to do ; 

When he recked not if his path 

Smiled in neace, or frowned in wrath; _, 
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ODE TO FREEDOM. 

When he Btarted at the call 
Country gave, and left his all, 
Onwavd trad to front the foe, 
Nerved to deal the deadly blow ; 
When the fight, to him, was play ; 
When he ctffed not if his way 
Led to victory, or the grave, — 
Either fate beccan^ the brave : 
Davs of strength gigantic I fled, 
Valor sleeps, and &ne is dead. 

Sfflrit of the bold and fi'ee ! 

Mountain breatli of liberty ; 

Parent of a hardy breed. 

Fiery as the Arab steed ; 

Master of the mighty charm; 

Knitter of the brawny arm, 

Of the knee that cannot kneel. 

Heart of oak, and nerve of steel; 

Enler of the cra^y wild ; 

On a tlirone of granite piled, 

Like a ^nt altar, thou 

Biddest all who love thee bow. 

Bend the neck, and fold the knee, 

To no coaqneror but thee ; 

In that hold thou bidst them wiai, 

Till Bome proud, ambitioua state, 

Marching in the pomp of war. 

Spread its flaunting banner far. 

And, with high and threatening breath, 

Call to slavery, or death ; 

Then thou bidst them gird the brand, 

Plant the foot, and raise the Land, 

Draw the panting nostril wide. 

And, with stem and stately stride, 

Pofward, like the eagle's wing. 

On the proud invader spring, 

And, in one resistless rush. 

All his power and splendor crush. 
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ODE TO FHEEDOM. 25 

Spirit of the great and good ! 
Such as, in Athence, stood, 
Stem in justice, on tlie rock, 
Moveless at the people's shock, 
And when civil tempest ri^ed, 
And intestine war was waged, 
With serene, but awful sway, 
Eoiled the maddening tide away : 
Such as met at Pylte » wall. 
Ere that glorious Freedom's fall, — 
"When the life of Greece was young, 
Like the sua firom ocean sprung. 
And the warm and lifted soul 
Marching onward to its goal: 
Such as at those holy gates, 
Bulwarit of the banded states, 
"With the hireling Persian strove, 
In the high and ardent love 
Souls that cannot stoop to shame 
Bear to Freedom's sacred name ; 
Such as with the Saxon flew. 
Ever to iheir country true, 
From, the roet, the wood, the fea, 
From the cavern and the den, 
Eager to the field of fight. 
Like a cloud that comes by night, 
Tore away, at once, the chain 
Fastened by the robber Dane, 
Drove him headlong from that shore, 
And embalmed his host in gore ; 
Then secured their country's cause 
IVith a bond of equal laws. 
And bequeathed flie sacred trust. 
When their bones should fall in dust, 
To that island race, who bear 
Light, and warmth, and glory, where 
Ocean's unchained billows lull 
From the mid-day to tiie pole ; 
And to that more darhig shoot. 
Bent with flowers and promised fl:mt, 
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ODE TO FEEBDOM. 

TVlio have dared, beyond tlie sea, 
To assert their liberty, 
Who, upon the forted hill, 
Braved a tyrant father's will, 
Down the bloody gauntlet threw, 
Grasped and snapped the links in two ; 
And unshackled ventured forth, 
Moblest of the sons of earth. 

Spirit of the stirring blood, 
Rolling in an even flood 
Through the hale mid ruddy cheek ; 
Scorner of the pale and weak, 
Who in festemig cities crawl, 
Tictima of a sordid thrall. 
And for ever draw their breath, 
Liagering on the brink of death: 
But to tliee the giant limb. 
Strong to leap, to mn, to swim. 
Strong to gufie the plough or brand, 
Guard, or fi-ee, or till then land ; 
But to thee the godlike frame, 
Sach as puts our dwM^s to shame, 
Firm, erect, and fiiir, as fivst 
Adam from his M^er burst, 
And exulting leaped to see 
His angelic symmetry ; 
But to thee the eagle eye. 
Lifted to its parent sky. 
Drinking in the living stream. 
And again, with ardent beam. 
Sending all its fires abroad. 
Like the laiigoage of a god; 
But to thee the mighty brow. 
Fixed to dare, unused to bow. 
Now in placid kindness bright. 
Like a rook in evening's light, 
Tlien with anger's wnnldeU frown, 
Gathered eyebrows lowering down, 
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Awful aa tlio sform whose fold 
Eound a columned Alp is rolled ; 
Bat to thee the mind of fii'e 
Toil can never damp or lire, 
Glancing, like a sunbeam, through 
Nature irith a spirit's yiew, 
And from out Jts choicest store, 
In its fulness flowing o'er, 
Sending, like a bolt, the haw 
Of thought upon the crowd below. 

Healthful Spirit ! at this hour 

There are haunts where thou hast power, ~ 

Haunts where thou shalt ever be, 

Ab thou ever liast been, free ; 

Where the stream of life is led 

Stainless in its vir^n bed, 

And its ma^ic Are la still 

Blading on its holy hill. 

There are mountains, there are storms, 

Where thou feed'st thy Mves and swarms. 

Whence thon send'et them, to restore 

Virtue, where it dwells no more ; 

Safe in those embattled rocks 

Life its native vigor locks, 

And its kindling enei^ 

Lives, and moves, and feels in theo ; 

In those bulwarks is ouf trust, 

For the boundless power is just, 

Kor wilt tliou from earth arise, 

Linked with justice, to the skies. 

But below, with mercy, dwell. 

Till the world shall hi;iir its kiiulL 
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LOVE OF STUDY. 

And wherefore does tKe student trim liis lamp, 
And watch his lonely taper, when the stars 
Are holding their high festival in heaven, 
And worshipping around the midnight thixme ? 
Aad wherefore does he apeud so patientlj', 
In deep ajid voiceless thought, the blooming hours 
Of youth and joyance, when the blood is warm, 
And the heart fiill of buoyancy and fire ? 

The sun is on (he waters, and the fur 
Breathes with a stirring energy ; the plants 
Expand their leaves, and swell their buds, and hlow. 
Wooing the eye, and stealing on the soul 
With perfume and with beauty. Life awakes ; 
Its wmgs are waving, and its fiua at play 
Glancing flvjia out the streamlets, and die voice 
Of love and joy is warbled in the grove ; 
And children sport upoa the sprin^ng tiirfi 
With shouts of innocent glee, and youth is fired 
With a diviner passion, and the eye 
Speaks deeper meaning, and the cheek is filled, 
Ai every tender motion of the heart. 
With purer flushings ; for the boundless power 
That rules all hving creatures now has sway ; 
In man refined to holiness, a flame 
That purifies the heart it feeds upon : 
And yet the searching spirit will not blend 
Widi this rejoicing, these attractive charms 
Of the glad season ; but, at wisdom's shrine. 
Will draw pure draughts from her unfiithoroed well. 
And nurse the never-dying lamp, that burns 
Brighter and brighter on, as ages rolL 
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easui^s, — he has his reward : 
Q tlie company of books, 

^e roU 

Of eloquence and history, which Bpeak 
The deeda of early and of better daj^ — 
In these, and in the yisions that arise 
Siibhme in midnight muaings, and array 
Conceptions of the mighty and the good, 



Superior beings fill the court of heaven. 

And thus his fanoj' wanders, and has talk 

With high imaginings, and pictures out 

Communion with the worthies of old tjme : 

And then he listens, in his passionate dreams, 

To voices in the silent gloom of night. 

As of the blind Meonian, when he struck 

Wonder from out his harp^strings, and rolled on 

From rhapsody to rhapsody, deep sounds, 

Tbat imitate tjie ocean's boundless roar ; 

Or tones of horror, which the drama spake, 

Reverberated through the hallow mask, 

Like sounds which rend the sepulchres of kings, 

And tell of deeds of darkness, which the grave 

Would burst its marble portals to reveal ; 

Of his, who latest in the holy cause 

Of freedom lifted to the heavens hia voice, 

Commandhig, and beseeching, and, with dl 

The fervor «■ his spirit poured abroad. 

Urging the sluggish souls of self-made slaves 

To emulate theif fathers, and be free ; 

Or those which in the still and solemn shades 

Of Academus, from the wooii^ tongue 

Of Plato, charmed the youth, the man, the sage, 

Discoursing of the perfect and the pure. 

The beautiful and holj, till the sound 

That played around his eloquent lips became 
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80 lOYB OF STUDY. 

The honey of persuasion, and was heard 

As oracles amid Dodona's groves. 

With eye upturned, watching the many etara, 

And ear in deep aittentjon fixed, lie si^, 

CommuniDg wiSi hinuielf, and with the world, 

The universe around him, and with all 

The beings of his memory and his hopes ; 

Till pastlieeomeB reality, and joys, 

That beckon in the future, neM'er draw, 

And aak fruition. — 0, there is a pure, 

A hallowed feeling in these midnight dreams ; 

They have the light of heaven around them, breathe 

The odor of its sanctity, and are 

Those moments taken from the sands of life, 

Where gnilt rnakea no intrusion, but they bloom 

like islaads flowering on Arabia's wild. 

And there is pleasure in the utterance 

Of pleasant images in pleasant wori^, 

Melting like mewdy into the ear. 

And stealing on in c(ne continual flow, 

Unrufiled and unbroken. It is joy 

Inefiable to dwell npon the lines 

That register our feelings, and portray, 

In colors always fresh and ever new. 

Emotions that were sanctified, and loved, 

As something far too tender, and too pure. 

For forms so frail and fading. I have sat, 

In days when sensibility was young, 

And the heart beat responsive to t£e sight, 

The touch, and music ot tie lovely one, — 

Yes, I have sat entranced, enraptured, tjll 

The spirit would have utterance, and words 

Flowed full of hope, and love, and melody, 

The gushings of an overburdened heart 

Drunk with enchantment, bursting freely forth. 

Like fountains iu the early days (rf spring. 
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I n\» been sitting at a feast of souls, 

A banquet of pure spirits, wliere the tlioiiglit 

Spoke on the eioqnent tongue, and in the eye's 

Ghiy sparkle, and the ever-chandng play 

Of feature, like the twinkling glance of waves 

Benealji the Bummer moonli^t. I walked forth ; 

It was a night in autumn, and the moon 

Was Tisible through ciouds of opal, laced 

With sold and carmine, — such a silent night 

As fiunes love to dance and revel in. 

When winds are hushed, and leaTos are still, and 

Ai-e sleeping on the waters, and the hum 

And stir of life reposing. There was spread 

Before my aght a smooth and gloaay bay. 

Mirrored in silver brightness, and the chiine 

Of rippling waters on its pebbles broke 

Alone the quietude that filled the air : 

But when the tremulous heaving of the deep, 

Far off, along its sandy barriers, rose 

And faintly echoed, as the fitftd gust 

Ruffled the pladd surface classed below ; 

Or at the call of night-birds, where they flew 

And sported in the sedges, low and sweet, 

Like swallows twittering, or the cooing voice 

Of ring-doves, when they brood their callow young. 

I looked abroad on sea and mountain, wild 

And cultured field, and garden, and they lay, 

Amid the stillness of the elements, 

Silent, and motionle^, and beautiful. 

For mist and moonlight sofl^ned down their forms, 

And covered them with dim transparency, 

Like beauty raeltinc through her Coan veil; 

A wind rose tram the ocean, as it rolled 
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Blue in tlie bomidless distance, and it swept 

The curtained clouds athwart the moon, and gave 

The undimmed azure of the sky to light 

And fidl expanMon. There mj eyes were turned, 

And there tuey fonnd the magic influence 

"Which bound them, like enchantment, in a trance 

Of moat exalted feelin", and the son! 

Was lifted fixim the body, and became 

A portion of the purity and light 

And loveliness of that cerulean dome : 

And it imagined on the mountain top. 

Now silvered with the milder beam of night, 

On the blue Mch, and on the rolling moon, 

Careering through the boat of stars, who seemed 

To worship at her coming, and put out 

The brightness of their twinkling when she moved 

Serenely and majestically by, — 

On these, and on the snowy clouds, that hung 

Their curtains round the border of the sky, 

Like folds of silken tapestry, it laid 

A world of tenderness and purity, 

The quiet habitation of the neart. 

The resting-place of tiioae impassioned souls 

Who draw their inspiration at the founts 

Of nature, flowing frcan that theatre 

Whose scene is ever shifting with the play 

Of seasons, as ihe j^ear ateSs swiftly on, 

And bears us, with its alent foot, away 

To dissolution ; ardent souls, who love 

The rude rock, and the froivning precipice, 

The winding valley, where it lies m green 

Along t;he bubbling riv'let, and the plain, 

Parted in field and meadow, redolent 

Of roses in the flowery days of spring, 

And in the nights of autumn, of the breath 

Of frosted clusters, hung along the vines 

In blue and gusliing festoons, m whose rind 

The drink of souls, the nectar of the gods, 

Bipens beneath the viaiai, unclouded sky. 
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1 looked upon tliis loveliness, until 
A dream came o'er me, and tlie firmament 
Was animate, and spirits filled the air. 
Floating on snowy wings, and rustled by, 
Panuing the wind to coolness ; and they came 
On meaaages of Jdndness, and they sought 
'Che pillow of o'er-wearied. ■toil, and shoot 
The dewa of Lethe from their dripping plumes 
Around his temples, tJU his mind forgot 
Its sad reajiljes, and happy dreams 
Kose fair and sweet aixnind hhn, and restored 
A'.rhile the spotless hours of infancy, 
^Vhon life is one enchantment ! Then I seemed 
llnpt in a trance of ecstasy, and forms 
Stood thronging round supremely beautiful, 
IVhose looks were fidl of tenderness, whose words 
IVere glances, and whoso melodies were smiles; 
Who uttered forth the feelings of the soul 
Tji that expresBLve dialect whose tones 
2SIo tongue can syllable, the unseen chain 
Whieh links those hearts that heat ia unison. 
It was that perfect meeting whither tend 
Our sph'its m their better hours, and find 
Tlie bahn of wounded bosoms, where they dream 
The eye of mercy ever smiles, and ^eaco 
For ever broods : — they call the vision Heaven. 

And thus hatli man imagined he can find 
The region of liis angels, and his gods, 
And blessed spirits, somewhere in the sky ; 
Or in the moon, to which the Indian turns. 
And dreams it la a cool and qniet land, 
Where insect cannot Hting, nor liger prowl ; 
Or on the cone of mountains, where the snow. 
Purest of all material tilings, is laid 



A nCTUEE. 



lyon, 

Laughing beneath the fairest light of heaven, 
Anachiming, lilte tlie tender Toice of liirds, 
"Within a dewy thicket, when the mom 
Cornea forth in beauty, and the winds aw^e 
To sip the moisture in the lily's bell. 

The spriog ia hidden in a wlent cave, 
The ahnne of darkness and of loneliness, 
And then it stealeth out to meet the sun, 
And shine beiieath bis brightness, and reveal 
The crystal of its purity, and play, 
In dove-like undulations, with the airs 
That gently come and Idas it, with a breath 
Perfumed among the roses, till they lend 
A sweetness to the waters, like the riUs 
That spout fixira marble wells in Asian bowers. 

And where it eometh forth to meet the light. 
The rock is tapesti-ied in mossy ^reen, 
For ever freshening with the sprmkled dews, 
And always young in verdure, as when ^ring 
Throws her new mantle o'er the turf, until 
The eye reposes on it, as a balm 
That, with its tender soothings, wins the heart 
To thoughts of purity and gentleness; 
For there is in the aght of feiry forms. 
And mellow tinctures, and dissolving shades, — 
And in the sound of mstling leaves, and waves, 
That murmur into slumber, and of birds 



A riffed moflier feels, when o'er her nest 

She sits and sees her young ones stolen away, — 

And in the scent of gardens, and young vines. 
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Anil violet beds along the meadow broots, 
There ia a sweet attraction, wliich doth blend 
The spirit with the life of outward things, 
And it partateth then in all the joy 
Of Nature, when she riaeth from her sleep, 
And throweth out her vigor to the winds, 
And boundeth in her ecstasj', as fawns 
Leap in the very wantonness of heart. 
When life is all exuberance and fire. 

It floweth on embanked in freshest turf, 
Bending i(a margin low tfl meet the clear, 
Cool element, and slake its thirst iJierein, 
And bathe its roota, like silken threads, that play, 
Waving and streaming with the current's fait. 
Its flow is over pebbles and bright sands, 
Wliich, from the em"ling waters flashing out. 
Inlay the elannol with mosaic, where 
The white flint shines like pearl, the agate glows 
With playful tints, dove-like or pavonine, 
Catching new splendor from the wave ; the while 
Smooth-rounded stones, deep blue and ebony, 
And siaty flakes of red and nisset-brown, 
Lie darker in their brightness, as when gems 
Sparkle from out the diilly night of caves. 

Above it elms and poplars, — trees that love 
The bank of meadow brooks ; those with their limbs 
Light-arching in a platted canopy; 
These rising in a pyramid of boughs, 
And glancing with their many twinkling leaves. 
Bright in their varnished verdure, when they dnnk 
The pure light in their stillness ; when at play. 
Checkered with freshest green and snowy down. 
Beside them willows droop to kiss the wave. 
That calmly crinkles by them, and they dip 
Tlieir waving twigs, so that their silken leaves 
Ruffle the water to a circlino; curl, 
Widening and lessening to Uie turfy shore. 
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86 MENTAL BEAUTY. 

From out its bosom islets lift thoir turfe 
Of aider and of sedges, ii-hcre the wind 
Plays through the pointed blades, and murmunng 

lulls 
The dreamer, who reposes on the brink, 
And gazes on the over-clianginc play 
Of bubble and of ripple, of Tight plumes 
Moving like pigmy vessels, as the breath 
Of summer fil5 their fao-lifce sail, and throws 
A sudden dimple o'er the mirrored stream. 
Flowers too are on its borders ; flags in blue 
Carpet tlie hollow, roses on the knoll 
Open their clustered crimson, cardinals 
Lifl, on tlie shady inargin, spikes of £re. 
And one,* whose fea,thered stem, and starry bloom 
Of glossy yeUow, wafted in the flow. 
Floats, like a sleeping Naiad, on the wave. 



MENTAL BEAUTY. 



Tin ob'n gnlaa morOI Etnbvl e llete." — PsmiKOA. 

Beauty has gone, but yet her mind is still 
As beautiful as ever; still the play 
Of light around her lips has every charm 
Of cEldhood in its freshness : Love has tliere 
Stamped his unfading impress, and the hues 
Of feney shine aronnd her, as the sun 
Gilds at his setting some decaying tower. 
With feathered moss and ivy overgrown. 
1 knew her in the dawning of her charms. 
When the new rose first opened, and its sweets 
No wind had wasted. She was of those forms 
Apelles might have pamted for the queen 
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BEAUTY. 37 

Of loveliness and love,— light aa the fays 

Dancing on glimmering dew-drops, ■when the moon 

Hides in her silver softness, and the world 

la calm and brightly beaatiftd below. 

She was all mUdness, and the njelting tone 

Of her sweet Toice thrilled me, and seemed to flow 

Into my soul, a stream of melody, 

Dalicious in its mellowness ; it spake 

A heart at ease ; — and then the quiet smile 

Sat playii^ on her lips, that, pouting, spread 

Tlieu" vermeil freshness forth, as if to ask 

Tiie kiss of him she smiled on. In her eye 

Gentleness had its dwelling, and li"lit Mirth 

Glanced out in sudden flaahea, ana keen Wit 

Sliot arrows which delighted, while they stung. 

She was a young Medusa, ere she knew 

The evil of a world that watched to blast 

Her loveiine^ and make it terrible ; 

Striking a dead, cold horror on the heart 

Of him who saw the fturest of all things, 

A lovelv woman, made the common prey 

Of lawless passion, — but it touched not hkr: 

No mist breathed o'er her brightness ; but the pnro 

I'ull light of virtue rested there, and shed 

New lustre on the light that ever came 

Tiirough her transparent features, and revealed 

I''at;h movement of the sonl that swelled within: 

And they were all of Heaven, — such Wsh desires 

As angeu had been proud oi, — pm-e as Eght 

In its primeval fountain, ere it (lowed 

To mingle with the elements, and loso 

Its perfect clearness. She was as a flower 

Now opened in a valley, where no foot 

Had trodden, and no hving thing had left 

Print of the world's pdlulJon : there she blew 

Fragrant and lovely, and a parent's hand 

Shielded her from the winds that blast, or brmg 

Poison upon their wings, and taint the heart 

Left open to &eir influence. Sliielded there 
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She ripened all her treasures, aad became 

Full-blown and rich in her maturity, — 

The dwelling of a spirit not of earth, 

But ever mingling with the pure and hi^h 

Conceptions of a aoul that spreads its wings 

To fly whei-e Mind, when boldest, dared to soar. 

And though the form has withered, and the bloom 

Has feded, she ia lovely ; for the Bounds 

That issue from her lips, and flow around 

In liquid eloquence, are oracles 

Of more than ancient wisdom, or they speak 

Portions of that full hymn of Poesy, 

"Which ever rises when a mind on fire 

Blends with the majesW' of outward things ; 

And with the glories of a boundless heaven, 

And a rich earth, aad ever-rolling sea 

Communing, swells to that ineffable 

IVuiiion, which in hope will never end. 



MENTAL IIAEMOKY. 



"We have had pleasant hours, but they are gone ; 

And wa sliall never meet again, to spend 

Glad moments in tlie fcindly intercourse 

Of blended thoi^ht and feeling ; they are gone. 

Those festivals of fancy and of hope, 

Thcee May-days of the spirit, when the vcnce 

Of nature had a sweetness wholly new 

And most delighfftd to me, and the form 

And fiiahion'of all creatures toot a tint 

S^rom the feir light within me ; when we gave 

Days to such higter thoughts as lend to life 

A swifter pinion, that the flow of hours 

Be as the falling of a quiet stream, 

TVhose current naa no soimd or sign to tel! 
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MENTAL HARMONY. 39 

It hath an onward motion, and tlie fiun 
Go to his setting, and we know it not, 
Time steals on suuh a, silent wing away. 

There is a holy feeling in the tranee 
Of thought ; it is a calm and quiet sense 
Of purer being; ; we have known such hours. 
And they ahalfbe remembered. Who would lose 
The raenioryof our UesMngs, and the light 
The recollootion of departed days 
"" ir pleasure, and a deep 



Two intellects in elder time, who loved 

To meet in fond endearment, and to lend 

In mutual talk their fullest tlioughts, - — the light 

Such recollection pours into theneart, 

Till we are circled with a hallowed sphere 

Of bright emotions, — who would lose, one day, 

Remembrfflioes so gracious, for the wild. 

Mad tempest of ambition, or the gay 

And glittering dance of pleasure, or the pomp 

The rich man piles around him ? I could walk, 

At the pale hour of twilight, on the path 

The wiUow-trec o'erahadows, by the orink 

Of a small run of wat«r, and be wrapped 

In a deep loneliness, and yet find more 

That has in it a,n ecat^y, in thoughts 

Cast back upon the quick hours we have known 

In our long, woodland wanderings, and the eights 

Tliat we have mutely gazed on, spread o'er hul, 

And pl^n, and sheeted ocean, than in all 

Hope ever promised to my ardent youth 

In the brinfit path of honor, or the way 

ITiat winds tiirough rosea, sweetly leading on 

Its eager victim to the Bower of Love. 

Nature ,hath lent us, with a bounteous hand, 
Wherewith to make us happy, and if we 
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Take not ilie kindly offer, 't is the fault 

Of our perrerttMl kearts, which cannot find 

Beauty is what is open unto all. 

I have resolved within me, that tlie etall 

And pure posBesion of my own free tlioughJs 

Surpassea earthly treaaurea, and is life 

Heightened to a superior essence ; hence 

The wild woods are my chosen haunt, and there 

I read a fairer tome, a rieker page, ' 

Tlian pen of man has ti'aced wim characters 

Of reason or of fancy. I become. 

In the society of untaught things. 

Drawn from my duller and my gixsser sense, 

And lifted in my lon^ngs, and I learn 

How little there is gi-eat in the pui'suit 

Of liches or of honor, how the mind, 

Let in the channel of heixnc tkougkt 

To flow in freedom onward, and pervade 

The purer regions of philosophy. 

And tasteful and iropassionea poesy,— 

How mind alone is tte tme worth of man, 

And that which raises him above the senee 

Of meaner creatures, and permits a hope 

Of nnembodied being, in a high 

And holy diveUiug, Imed far ^ve 

The reach of tempest, witk essential light 

Encircled, and with fairest wings of love 

O'erskadowed, tke reward and resting-place 

Of Hack aa hold tkeir jotimey patienfly. 

And pause and ftuut not on their -weary way, 

Tlic recollection of one upward hour 
Hath more in it to tranquillize and cheer 
The darkness of desponden^, than years 
Of gayety and pleasure. Then, alone 
We wander not in solitude, but find 
Friends in all things around us, for tke heart 
Sinks not, and in its sinking bends the mind 
IVom its true lofty region, where it lives 
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All tilings are oi>eii to the searching eye 

Of an unclouded intellect, and bring 

Tlieir several treasnres to it, and uniold 

Their fiibric to ita scrutiny. All life, 

And eJI inferior orders, in the waste 

Of being roread before na, are to him 

Who lives in meditation, and the Bearch 

Of wisdom and of beauty, open books. 

Wherein he reads tlie Godhead, and the ways 

Ily works througli hia creation, and the links 

That fasten us to all things, with a sense 

Of fellowship and feeling, so that we 

Look not npon a cload, or falling leaf. 

Or flower new blown, or human face divine, 

But we have caught new life, and wider thrown 

The door of reason open, and have stored 

In memory's secret chamber, for dark years 

Of ac;e and weariness, the food of thought. 



But this eonununion with inferior things 
Still leaves a void behind it, and we seek 
The kindred thoughts of other men, and bend 
Attentive o'er thou: written souls, wherein 
We see their better inoments, when they cast 
The slough of earth ande, and tried a flight 
fin an ascending pinion, and renewed 
Tliejr purer being, as the insect bursts 
The walla that bound it in its second state, — 
It might be a gilded prison-house. 
But yet it was a prison : when its wing 
Unfolded, and it knew the bliss of air, 
And free and rapid motion, it had life. 
And floated as a spirit floats away, 
And wandered gayly on fi-om flower to flower. 
And was so light and so ethereal, man 
Selected it the symbol of the soul. 
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And its free flight through ether, 
Tliat, movmg flirough eternity, i 



Tliat, movmg through eternity, will ever 
Be active and unwearied, and aa bright 
In its unruffled plumage, after years 
Have gathered mto ages, and have gone 
Beyond the eldest memory of time. 

But yet the pen of Geuius cannot cheer 
And heighten, like the spirit^peaking eye ; 
And so we seek the living, and we find 
That there are spirits that commune with ours, 
Aa if they were our kindred, and were formed 
In the same mould ; and when we meet with them, 
We cling with childlike fondness, as if life 
Had not a charm without them, and the sky 
With its ethered beauty, and the earth 
Flowering or fading, and the fairest flow 
Of pure and tranquil waters, and the words 
Of the departed with their might of thought, 
Could be to US no solace, and Save power 
To lend no high conception, nor subdue 
Tlie spirit unto meekness ; so we lean 
On an accoi'dant bosom, and we love 
The beating of a heart that beats as ours. 
The speaking of an eye that tells us thoughts 
Which harmonize with what we feel, and all 
The light of beauty, pasaon, tenderness, 
And purity, and love of great, and faiv, 
And htly fashioned thincs, until we deem 
A sole existence is a wilderness. 
That yieldeth only terror, and a cuvse. 

We two have met a little while, and known 
How tame may glide unnoticed, in the flow 
Of thoughts that have a sympathy ; we part, 
But this shall be a token thou hast been 
A friend to hhn who traced these hurried lines, 
And gave them as a tribute to a friend. 
And a remembrance of the few kind hours 
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Wliifih lightened on the darkness of my path. 
And gave a pleasantness to some bright days, 
Erit;ht in the light thou gavest them, and warmed 
PeeUngs, that sank in chilliness, and w^ed 
My fancy from its alumber, and thus drew 
One volume from its treasures, into day. 



Earth is a waste of ruins ; so 1 deemed. 

When the broad sun was sinking in the sea 

Of sand, that rolled around PalmTra. Night 

Shared with the dying day a lonely aky, 

The canopy of regions void of life. 

And atill as one interminable tonab. 

The shadows gathered on the desert, dark 

And darker, till alone one pnrple arch 

Marked tlie far place of setting. All above 

Was purely azure, for no moon in heaven 

Walked in her brightnesa, and with snowy light 

Soitened the deep mteaeity, that gave 

Such awe unto the blue serenity 

Of the high throne of gods, the dwelling-place 

Of suns and stars, whidi are to us as gcSs, 

Tlie fountiuns of existence and the seat 

Of all we dream of glory. Dini and vast 

The ruins stood around me, — temples, fanes, 

Where the bright sun was woKhipped, — where they 

Homage to him who fi'owna in storms, and rolls 
The desert like an ocean, — where they bowed 
Unto the queen of beauty, she in heaven _ 
Who gives the night i(» loveliness, and smiles 
Serenely on the drifted waste, aad lends 
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A silver soilness to tte ridgy -wave 
"Wtere the dark Arab sojourns, and with tales 
Of love and beautj' wears the tranquil nlglit 
la poetry away, her light the while 
Fafiing upon him, as a spirit falls, 
Dove-like or curling down in flame, a star 
Sparkling amid liia flowing locks, or dews 
TTiat melt in gold, and steal into the heart, 
MakicK it one enthusiastic glow, 
As if the God were present, and bis voice 
Spake on the eloquent lips that pour abroad 
A gash of inspiration, — ^ wiglit as waves 
Swelling aronnd Amvira's oar, intense 
With pnasion as tke fire that ever flows 
In jbuntains on the Caspian shore, and full 
As lie wide-rolling majesty of TSle. 

Over these temples of an age of wild 
And dark belief, and yet magnificent 
In, all tliat strikes the senses, — beautiful 
In the fair forms they knelt to, and the domes 
And pillars which upreared them, — full of life 
In their poetic festivals, when youth 
Gave loose to all its energy, in dance, 
And Eong, and every charm the fancy weaves 
In the soft twine of cnlturfed speech, attuned 
In perfect concord to the fiill-toned lyre : 
When nations gathered to behold the pomp 
That issued from the hallowed shrine m choirs 
Of youths, who bounded to the minstrelsy 
Of tender voices, and all instruments 
Of ancient harmony, in solemn trains 
Bearing the votive offerings, flowing horns 
Of plenty wreathed with flowers, and gushing o' 
Wita the ripe dusters of the purple vine. 
The violet of the fig, the scai-let flush 
Of granatos peeping from the parted rind, 
The citron shming through its glossy leaves 
In burnished gold, the carmine veiled ia down, 
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V, on wliicli the living stream 
i'lowed from Astarte'a minion, all tliat hang 
la Eastern gwclens blended, ^ — ■while the sheaf 
Kods with its loaded eara, and bidmming bowls 
Foam with the kindling element, the joy 
Of banquet, and the nectar that inspires 
Man with the glories of a heightened power 
To feel the touch of beanty, and combine 
The scattered forms of elegance, till high 
Rises a magic vision, blenoing all 
Tliat we have seen of glory, such le drew 
Assembled Greece to worship, when the form, 
Who gathered all its loveUnrag, arose 
Dewy and blnshing from the parent foam, 
Tlian which her tint was fairer, and with hand 
That seamed of living marble parted back 
Her rayon locks, and upward looked to Heaven, 
Smiling to see all Nature bright and calm ; — 
Over these temples, whcee long colonnades 
Ave patted by the hand of time, and fell 
Pillar by pillar, block by block, and Bti-ew 
Tlie ground in shapeless ruin, night descends 
Unmmgled, and the many stars Sioot through 
The gaps of broken walls, and glance between 
Tlie shafts of tottering columns, marking out 
Obscurely, on the dark blue sky, the form 
Of Desolation, who hath made these piles 
Her home, and, sitting with her folded wings, 
Wraps in her dusty robe the skeletons 
Of a once conntlesa multitude, whose toil 
Reared palaces and theatres, and brought 
All tie lair forma of Grecian art to give 
Glory unto an island girt with sands 
As barren as the ocean, where the grave 
And stately Doric marked the solemn fane 
Where wisdom dwelt, and on the fairer shrine 
Of beauty sprang the light Ionian wreathed 
With a sofl volute, whose simplicity 
Becomes the deity of loveliness. 
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Who with her snowy mantle, and her zone 
"Woven with all attractions, and her locks 
Flowing as Nature bade them flow, compels 
The sterner Powers to hang upon her srailea. 
And there the grand Corinthian lifted high 
Its flowery capital, to crown the porch 



Shaded a brow of thought and firm resolve. 
Whose eye, deep sunk, shot out its central fires, 
To blast and wither all who dared confront 
The gaze of highest power ; so eat their kings 
Enshrined in pahices, and when they came 
Thundering on fheir triumphal cars, all bright 
With diadem of gold, and purple robe 
Hashing with gems, before their rushing train 
Moving in serried ciDlumns ienced in steel. 
The herd of slaves obsequioDs sought the dust, 
And gazed not as the mystic pomp rolled by. 
Such weve thy monarchs, Tadmor I now thy streets 
Are Mlent, and thy wdls o'erthrown, no voice 
Speaks through the long, dim night of years, to tell 
Theaewere once peopled dwellings; Icould dream 
Some sorcerer in his moonlight wanderings reared 
These wonders in an hour <a spoi-t, to mock 
The stranger with the show of life, and send 
Thought through the mist of ages, in the search 
Of nations who are now no more, who lived 
Erst in the pride of empire, ruled and swayed 
Millions in their supremacy, and tcaled 
To pile these monuments of wealth and skill. 
That here the wandering tribe might pit<;h its tents 
Securer in their empty courts, and we. 
Who have the sense of greatness, low might kneel 
To ancient mind, and gather from the toi'n 
And scattered fragments visions of the power, 
And splendor, and sublimity of old, 
Mocking the grandest canopy of heaven, 
And ima^ng the pomp of Gods below. 



. Google 



THE TILLAGE GIEL. 



After Ihe thlais It kivea," — Sowto. 

1 KSF.W a pleasant village, in a lone 
And silent valley, on tie southern side 
Of a long line ttf mountmns, whence a brook 
Came gently down, and in JW winding flow 



Stole thwrngh a, pansied meadow, where a bank 
Of beeches lifted up its tufted slope 
To the warm, sun of April, as it ahone 



Tenderiy from a hemisph 

Purer because the earth sent rarer forth 

Its dimming exhalatjone, on whose boughs 

Yet hung the leaves of winter, with a low 

And plamlive rustling telling 1« the winds 

A sweet .Skilian tale, and shining out 

In glossy twinkling, as they Ughtly turned 

Tlieir surface to the light, and then veered back 

With a quick-glancing motion ; in a bend 

Of that close Siicket, where the mountain gust 

Came not, but all was tranquil, and the turt 

Was deeper greened, and the new opened flowers 

Spread bolder out their tender leaves, and sent 

Soft odors on the mellow air, that played 

Silently in that hollow, where the quail 

Sat often in the clear warm noon, and turned 

Her red eye to tha fdlver light, and shook 

The dropped leaves in her playiulness ; one day, 

When all was purely Imf, and the chill winds 

Were hushed aloft, and as I upwards gazed, 

Tlie frosted fir, the pendent pme, and all 

The sable groves of cedar, stood as still 

As when a wood of lances wEut tlie breath 

Of the shrill horn and braying clarion. 

To sink upon the line of fight, and rush 

I'oi-ward to meet in conflict, — such a day, 
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IVlien the j'oung soil first quickens, and the pale 
Blue eyes M wucping violets part their lids 
To drink the first warm, raj-s, I chanced to bend 
My wandering foot along die grassy brink 
Of the calm-flowing brooklet, pleased to take 
With a quick eye ita many turns, and dwell 
On the clear dashing of its waterfalls, 
, \jid the soft gliding of ita molten gold, 
"Where the sun met it curving o'er a root 
That grew across ita channel, or the curls, 
That Eke a pigeon's plumage waving played 
Over the sandy shallow, or the BtiU 
And tranquil nurror where it rested deep 
And dark beneath a willow, — as I stood 
Looking aside upon tbe velvet vest 
Of the fresh-sprmfflng meadow, and above 
"Where the bent buclies hung their tufted flowers, 
New puiTiliug like a nlken shred, and faint 
The scarlet maple buds put ont, and fair 
The downy willow catkins specked with gold 
Thear flaxen locks, when liie awoke -withiii 
The leafbuda of the forest, then I caught 
In that still nook a pale and lovely girl, 
"\Vith a feir hand fondling a petted lamb, 
Tliat bounded light around her, and with long 
And cit-repeated fondness licked her hand. 
And then renewed its gambols, though it took 
Short turns, because a cord of braided blue. 
The color of a dove-wing, or the sky 
When a full moon sliines over it, drew back 
Her nunion to a narrow circle, for 

L a silken chMn, 
3, who would fly 
To other lands, and leave her here io smg 
Her sad notes to the evening wind, and tell 
Her homs in weeping lonelmess, and look 
"Wliere the far path eaine o'er the hill to catch 
Her long departed lover, till the night 
Hid the low vale in darkness, and her eye 
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Ti.ipn.eil from the fmitJesa quest, and then slie wept 
Tenderly, and her aweet ¥oiue took, a tone 
In which despair was uttered, (ill it sunk 
Trembling and Muting, as the tught-wind fells 
Softer along the harp-etrings, tilJ a sound 
Just whispers through the air, and all ia still. 

Tlicre was a look of calmness in her thin 
And delicate features, wasted to a shade. 
Like a pure spirit musing on the dark 
And sad afflictions of this life below, 
And dwelling for a moment on the grief 
And ackness of the better few, who trust. 
In their most hopeless hours, they yet shall find 
A sunshine ailer darkness, and a calm 
After the tempest ceaaeth, when the eye 
Of love shall rest for ever on the friends 
Tliey late have seen departing on iheir long 
And nnretuming journey, whose cold Kds 
They closed wil£ pious care, whose stiffened limbs 
They laid in decent order, and composed 
Tlieir pale lips to a sweet and dying smile, 
And shrouded all in whitest lawn, than which 
No flaky snow falls purer, and no curl 
Catches a softer tincture from the moon. 
To throw a. thiu veil o'er the stars, and dim 
Thiijr brightness to a faint and mellow ray, 
Like a lone taper through a curtain, when. 
Sleep broods above the namlet, aud the sound 
Of hfe is hushed, and this alone reveals 
To him who walks in darkness that two hearts 
Are pouring 6ut their fulneaa, or a voice. 
In the low, consecrated tone of prayer, 
Is talking with the Univeraal Soul, 
And blending with the perfect jmrity 
And majesty of Godhead, or an eye 
Is watching o'er the page of lofty thought, 
And catchmg inspiration at the ahrine 
Of inteEect and fancy, till the heifft, 
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Big with its high conceptions, oTCrflowg, 
And then bjs h^ poiir out the eloquence 
Of kindled apint, and a purer stream 
Of langui^, nmaoal, and grand, and full 
Of the quick life of mind, is sent abroad, 
Than ever meets the anxious ear, when crowds 
Drink in the rhetoric of master souls. 

Her looks were purely Grecian, such as eharm 
Taste in an ancient statue, or a gem. 
Or fair inti^lio, ■where a perfect white. 
Shaped to a n^ph-like beauty, sparkles in 
A ground of azure ; — it was such a face 
As had enamored Baphael, or inspired 
The pencil of Correggio to the birth 
Of a blue-eyed Madonna, or a calm 
And pensJTe spirit lookiiig up to heaven, 
PoJaed on a seraph's wing high in the dome 
Of an Italian temple, where the God 
Of charity is worshipped, and the form 
Of Him who died on Calvary adored. 
Her brow was softly arched, and it was pure 
And pale as marble, and the dew of death 
Seemed resting there, and gave a fearful tint 
To its else perfect loveliness, and told 
Thoughts were at work beneath it, which might still 
Erelong the life witliin her, but are loved, 
Although we know them fatal, as we cling 
To the Circean bowl, and dying grasp 
At iis alluring poison, which conveys 
A madness to the briun which hath a touch 
Of inspiration in ita reveries, 
And spreads around the spirit light and calm, 
Till earth seems beautiful and liie is heaven. 

Her hair was of a sunny brown, and fine 
As lines of l^ht that stream across a cloud, 
Ere the sun rises, or the scarlet tuft, 
That floats beneath, tlie green wave, where on rocks 
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The Bea-plume clings, and throws its feeling threads, 

Like flowing silt, around it. It ■vfae full, 

And dropped in light pi'ofusion down her neck. 

And o'er her bosom ; and it parted lay 

In native ringlets round her orow, and shone 

Deeper beside the snow it rested on, 

And that came fairer through, the curling shade 

That waved above it, as (Jie sighing wind 

Si'iit a Bweet-breatbing air to 3iake the leaves, 

And erisp tlie sheeted water. As she hung 

Hot head in deepest sorrow, some few tears 

Stole ont and pearled her cheek, but these she 

brushed 
With a light touch ^de, and then renewed 
A song, half saA, half playful, such as comes 
From a crazed brain, that says, it knows not why, 
A thousand things which are at first as gay 
As wild mirth in a revel, and then fall 
To a f^nt tone, ia which despMi: alone 
Can have a concord, and at l^t a sob 
Closes it, and her gKstening tears o'erflow. 

She lifted up her head, and mutely gazed 
Awhile upon the world above, and then 
Her ashy lips were moving, but no sound 
Came throt^h their parting paleness; still it shone 
With a feint hectic flush, hke the last tint 
The sun casts on a wreath of mists, and then 
A most intense cerulean veils it o'er. 
So that the sky seems tantless. As she looked 
Far in the silent atmo^here, methought 
Her blue eye had a fixedn^s, and saw 
A form distinctly featured, and she rose 
Half from her seat of turf, and threw her arms, 
As if to meet it in a fond embrace. 
And a sweet smile broke on her lips, and tears 
Stood glistening on her eyelids, such quidt joy 
Stirred in her heavt, and one faint word alone 
Escaped, it was Leoni: — then she dropped 
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Suddenly on lier grassy seat, — her head 
Drooped languidly, and her long flowing locks 
Showered tlieir full ringlets o'erier, big round Mars 
Dropped thick and freshly through them, and her 

Shook her, they were so deep ; she pressed her brow 
And wrung her hands, and then she cast them down 
Clasped on the sod be^de her, shook her head, 
And with a sweet low voice sighed out, " No more." 

She plucked the flowers that grew around, and 

Their purple and their yellow leaves, and long 
Inhaled their perfume ; then slie opened wide 
Her lips to the wild laugh that tella despair, 



Kiadled and flashed intensely, and the spot 
Of death stood glowing like a ring of fire 
On the blue paleness rf her cheet, and full 
The dark veins throbbed upon her brow, and shot 
Their branohoB o'er her temples, and she waved 
Her hand, that seemed a spuit's, where the light 
Shone with a pm-ple climmer through, and then 
She outward turned her palm, and often pushed 
Some hateful olgect from her, and a dark 
Mysterious look of madness glaaed her eye. 
And her pearl teeth were set, and her frame shook 
Witb an mtemal shuddering ; then with slow 
And broken sounife she muttered, " Fdse and foul" 

Suddenly she sank down, and, bending low. 
Hid her face in her mantle ; one weak groan 
Stole from her, like a djTng wind at eve 
Through a sere vine ia autumn. : then her lamb 
Drew to her ade, and looked with wistful eye 
On her wild sorrow ; as her dun eye caught 
Tha innocent eye tliat gaaed so fondly, calm 
She lifted up her forehead, and composed 
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Hot scattered tresses, and held ont her hand 
To the compassionate creatnro, who was now 
The only one she trusted in; — she simled, 
As moumera smile, and, han^iiLg o'er, she spake 
Pew words of tendemeaa ; "Thou wilt not leaye. 
Fair face of gentleness, thou wilt not leave, 
Though the world leave m.e,'\ Then she gathered 

flowers 
And grass-blades, and she wove them in a wreali, 
And bound it round her minion's neck, and claspe 
Its soft limlM to her bosom, with a kiss 
Of soiTow and of love ; her soul seemed calm. 
And shone aerenely ihroueh her clear bine eyes, 
Wliieh had in them a meek divinity. 
All patience and all hope, that as sk& gazed 



The weary stranger to a restdng-place, 
And lay hor on a pillow which no thorn 
Ilith ever entered^ Such a sacred calm 
IVas printed in her look, that she became 
Sainted to all my feelings, and I stood 
"■ e her spui'n the earth, and soar away 



Hose gently from her seat, and threw her hair 
IVith a quick motion backward, closely drew 
Her russet cloak, and twined her breuded line 
Around her marble fingers, then looked down, 
Andsaid," We must go homeward, sweet one, night 
Is coming in the far &y'' and ere I 
Could trace hor, thrauffh the silent wood wiOidrew- 
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8hk had been touched with grief, and on Ker eteek 
Sorrow had left its impress in. the pale 
Soft tint of fading loveliness. She bore 
Meekly the burden of her woes, and told 
To none the secret of heart. It preyed 
I'or ever on her life, and blanched away 
The rosea which had bloomed so wooingly 
And freshly on her laughing lipa. Her smile 
Grew fainter, and it only spread a line 
Of a most tender carmine, where the snow 
Scarce had a stain to mark it from the pure 
And perfect whiteness of her cheek and brow, — - 
So pure, she seemed a liviflg monument 
Of Parian marble ; and tlie flaxen curls 
Tliat waved around her forehead, and the arch 
Darker and brishter bent above that eye. 
Which through long lashes spoke in looks of Are, 
And was the only doc[uence she used, — 
These, and at times a gushing to her cheek. 
Like the first flush of morning, or the faint, 
rastrdyiug purple, when the twilight steals 
!&ito the <fopth of darkness, — these were all 
That told she yet was living, and was not 
An image of the Grraees, or the shade 
Of a departed mmden, which at night 
Tisitfl the silent walks she loved, and hanga 
Over the grave she watered, till she took 
Her last repose beside it. 

She had been 
The gayest and the loveliest, and had moved 
Through the l^ht dance, and in the bending crowd 
Of young admirers, like an infant queen 
Rwud of her innocent beauty. There was one 
"Who looked, but spake not ; and when others took 
Her hand to lead her througli the merry hall 
In steps all grace and haiinony, he stole., 
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Aside, and wept in auMish. He was made 
?rot for the place of mirtli, but for the still 
And peaceful shade of feeling, and of tlioughta 
Whioli have their home in liigher souIb, and are 
Lone and unfriended and unknoiTn below. 
J lis was a social nature; yet not made 
To blend with crowds, but find im one alone, 
One fairy minister of soft dehghts, 
And pare as they are tender, that deep joy 
IV'hich none has ever uttered. Long He sought 
To win her to those calm retreats, and give 
To her a spirit kindred to hia own, 
And lead her to the one aud only love. 
The harmony of thought and wish and life, 
The union of ail feahnga, whence the deep, 
Eshaustleas fountain of their blended hearts 
Flows ever deeper, and has ever more 
Of music in its flow, and more of light 
And beauty in ilfi ftiness. Thus he dwelt 
On her fresh loveliness, until his life 
Was linked unto her image, and her form 
Mingled witli every thought, and every spot. 
Whore the new spring looked beautiful, was filled 
With her pervading presence ; but he dared 
S|)eak only to the luount^-wini^ her name, 
Ami only m a whisper. 

She had marked 
The silent youth, and witli a beauty's eye 
Knew well she was beloved, and though her light 
And bounding spirit still was wild and gay, 
And sporting m the revel, yet her hours 
Of soUtude were visitad by him, 
Who looked with such deep pasMon. She too loved. 
And saw more in his melancnoly eye. 
And in the delicate form, and line still look. 
And that high front of intellect, which crowned 
Features that were all tenderness and love. 
Like the Our shrine of poesy, where thoughts 
Dwelt high and solenm, suuh as from then- seat 
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Whose langii^e is immortal, — there she saw 
More that had charms to win her, than m all 
The light, nmneaiuiig swarm, who fawned, and 

danued, 
And played their triclcs in envious rivalrj', 
Happy to draw frran her one scornful smile. 

She loved him with a true and early love, 
And with her tenderness there was a sense 
Of awe, when on those magic eyes she gazed, 
Which seemed to look on spirits, not on men. 
Still, in her innocent cheerfiilne^ ehe sought 
To lead him from hds soUtary hannts, 
And throw hright smiles upon that shaded brow. 
And light that eye to rapture from its deep 
And mute abstraction. So slie laughed and sung. 
And called him to the dance ; but, with a gush 
Of feeling irrewstible, he stole 
Aade and wept. Again he sought her ear. 
And told her W fond tale. First she looked cold. 
And o'er her forehead curled a playful frown ; 
Then suddenly, and with a few Ugnt words. 
She scornfully turned from him, aaid enjoyed 
The moment of her trimnph ; — it was short. 
For with a firm, fixed look, in which were seen 
More thoughts of grief than an^er, he drew back, 
And castingone proud fareweU glance, that told 
There was no after hope, he turned away. 
And soon was gone, an exile, none knew where. 

He wandered to another Jand, and found 
Mew friends, who sought to cheer him ; but a weight 
Hung on hia heart, and would not be removed ; 
The feeling of regret and injm'y, 
The love that will not perish, and tlio pride 
That quenches love, but does not make it hate ; 
The fondness tliat wiU steal at times, and melt 
The heart to teara, and then the sudden pang 
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Of long-remembered acorn, wliieli freezes fast 
'i'lie foiintain in its flow, and leaves the cold 
Dim glare of one whose only liope ia death. 

He was in happy regions, and the sky 
Above him was moat beaulifi.il ; its blue 
Was higher and intenser, and it took 
The spirit bn a journey inUt heaven, 
And niade it more than mortal : cool, sofl gales 
Stole from a peaceful ocean, whose bright waves 
ilolled gently on to music, and they blew 
Through woven treUiaes of all-sweet flowers. 
And sported round long wreaths of festooned vines 
Hung with the jgajest blossoms, and o'er beds 
That breathed m mellowest airs of balm and myrrh. 
Music woa in those bowera, and Beauty there 
Crowded in mystic dances, and their nights 
Were consecrated to the ^Ifiil sounds 
or a most witchii^ harmony, to choirs 
Such as once moved in Atliens to the voice 
Of flutes and timbrels. Many an eye was bent 
Pull on the noble stranger, and they sought 
To win his smile ; but yet he would not smile, 
For all hb better thonghta were far away, 
And when he looked upon the lovely ones 
Ai"ound liim, it recalled with keener sense 
Ilur who to him was lovelier, whom ho loved. 
But would not in his bitterness fot^ve. 

When it was told her that the youth Had fled, 
' d fled in anger, then her look was changed, 
id never more her steps were in tlie dance, 
ior were the eheerftii sounds of her sweet voice 
Heard in the crowd of revellers. Alone 
She wept the folly wliich had thrown away 
The only treasure she had truly loved. 
And left her in the foirest of her daya, 
Tlie very spring-tune of her loveliness. 
Only to think of what had been, and grieve. 
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NIGHT "WATCHING. 

She sa,t beside her lover, and her hand 
Eested upott liia elay-cold forehead. Death 
Waa cahnly stealiug o'er him, and his life 
Went out by silent flickerings, whew his eye 
Woke up Aran ils dim letharcy, and cast 
Bright looks of fondness on her. He was weak, 
Too weak to utter all his heart. His eye 
Was now his only language, and it apake 
How much he felt her kindness, and the love 
That sat, when all had fled, beside him. Night 
Was far upon its watches, and the voice 
Of Nature had no sound. The pure blue sky 
Was fair and lovely, and the many stars 
Locked down in tranqiul beauty on an earth 
That snuled in sweetest summer. She looked out 
Through the raised window, (aid the sheeted bay 
L^ in a quiet sleep below, and shone 
With the pale beam d" midnight ; — all was still, 
And the white sail, that o'er 3ie distant stream 
Moved with bo slow a pace, it seemed at rest, 
Fiined in the glassy water, and with eare 
Shunned the dark den of pestilence, and stole 
Fearfully from the taintea gale that breathed 
Softly along the crisping wave, — - that sail 
Hung loosely on its yard, and, as it flapped, 
Cau^t moving undulations from the light. 
That silently came down, and save tlie hills, 
And spires, and walls, and roofs, a tint so pale, 
Death seemed on all the landscape, — but so still. 
Who would have thought that anything but peace 
And beauty had a dwelhng there I The world 
Had gone, and life was not within those walls, 
Only a few, who lingered feintly on. 
Wasting tlie moment of departure ; or 
Sat tending at their pillows, with a love 
So strong it mastered fear, — and they were few, 
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NIGHT WATCHING. 59 

And slie was one, — and in a lonely house. 

Far from all aght and sound of living thing, 

She watched the coueh of him she loved, and drew 

Conti^on from the lips that were to hor 

Still li^autifiil as roses, though so pale 

They seemed like a thin snow-eurL All was still. 

And even so deeply hashed, the low, faint breath 

That trembling gasped away came tlirough the 

nipht 
As a loud sound of awe. She passed her hand 
Over those quivering Ups, that ever grew 
I'aler and colder, ^ the only sign 
To ten her life atill lingered ; ■ — it went out ! 
And her heart sank wiuiin her, when the last 
Weak a"h of life was over, and the room 
Seemed like a vaulted sepulchre, so lone 
She dared not look around : and the light wind. 
That played among the leaves and flowers that grew 
Still freahly at her window, and waved back 
The curtain with a rustling sonnd, to her, 
In her intense abstraction, seemed the voice 
Of a departed spirit. Then she heard. 
At ieast la fiincy heard, a whisper breathe 
Close at her ear, and tell lier all was done, 
And her fond loves were ended. She had watched 
Until her love grew manly, and she checked 
The tears that came to flow, and nerved her heart 
To the last solemn duty. With a hand 
That trembled not, she closed the fallen lid. 
And p^-essed the lips, and gave them one long kiss ; -^ 
Then decently spread over all a shroud ; 
And sitting with a look of lingerin» love 
Intense in tearless pasaon, rose at length. 
And, pressing hoth her hands upon her brow. 
Gave loose to all her gushing grief in showers. 
Which, as a fountain sealed tjll it had swelled 
To its last fulness, now gave way and flowed 
In a deep stream of soitow. She grew calm. 
And, parting back the curtains, !o3ced abroad 
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GO PLBASUEE8 Or CHILDHOOD, 



Upon tie moonliglit loveliness, all sunk 

In one unbroken silenee, save tlie moan 

From lie lone room of death, or tie dull sound 

Of tJie slow-moving hearae. The homes of men 

IVere now all deeolate, and darkness there, 

And solitude and silence took their seat 

In the deserted streets, as if the wing 

Of a destrojTng angel had gone by, 

And blasted all existence, and had changed 

The gay, the busy, and the crowded mart 

To one cokl, speechless city of tlie dead ! 



PLEASURES OF CHILDHOOD. 

There is a middle place between the strong 

And Tigopons intellect a Sewton had, ■ 

And the wild ravings of insanity ; 

IViiere fancy sparkfea with unwearied light, 

Wliero memory's scope is bonndleas, and the fire 

Of passaon kindles to a wastiog &arne. 

But will is weak, and indgment void of power. 

Such was the place I held ; the brighter part 

Shone out, and caught the wonder of the great 

In tender childhood, while tlio we^er half 

Had all the foeblenoaa of infancy. 

A thousand wildering reTcries led astray 

My better reason, and my nnguELi'duil soul 

Danced like a feather on the turbid sea 

Of its own wild and freakish faiiLiisii's. 

At times the historic page would catch my eye, 

And rivet down my thoughts on ancient limes. 

And mix them ivilSi the demigods of old. 

Again I gu-t my loins to cross the waste 

Of burnmg Afric, and amid the wilda 

Of Abysanift seek the modest spoi^ 

Whence bubble out the waters of the Nilo, 

The infancy of greatness ; —how 1 loved 
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PLEASURES OF 



To ascend tlie pyramids, and in their womb 
(Jiize on the royal cenotaph, to ait 
Beneath thy ruined palaces and fanes, 
lialhee, or princely Tadmor, though the one 



Lurk lijce a hermit 

he waste 



Of Lehanon, and the waste wildernMs 



Embrace the other ! — scouring with the wind, 

1 swept the desert on the Arab steed, 

Or with the panting camel flow away. 

There is an ecsta^ in soUtudo, 

Amid the hroken nnj^ea of power, 

The serpent, owl, and jackal make their iome, 

Or in the heart of ocean, or the sands 

Of ■ Arahy, or on the boundless plains 

Of central Asia, whence the savage Hun 

And M(^ol in dcTonring torrents rushed. 

Armed with the rifle, tomahawk, and how. 

How dl I wandered through the solemn woods 

And tangled morasses of Horida,_ 

Or where the wave of Mississippi pours 

Its yet unsullied cwrreat o'er iJie steep 

Of Antony, and winds among the hills 

Of velvet verdure alentiy and slow ! 

Tlie philosophic page was my delight. 

To trace the workinga of a hitod unseen, 

In earth, ia air, and ocean, and the world 

Of wonders, which the canopy of night 

Discloses twinkling on its ehon arch. 

These were my pleasures, and the varied forms 

Of animal and plaat, the bird, who cuts 

With gliding wing the liquid air, the fly, 

That flutters o'er its parent pool a day, 

The polished sliella that pave the snowy bed 

Of ocean, with their many hues in soft 

Accordance blended, like the ancient floor 

"Wrought in mosaic, or the sprig and flower, 

That smile in vale and meadow batlied in dew. 

These wei« at times my pleasures, but at tunes 

The childish pifft prevailed. Along the stream, 
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62 VOYAGE OF LIFE, 

That flowed in. summer's mildness o'er its bed 
Of rounded pebbles, with i(s Bcanty wave 
Encircling many an islet, aiid its banks 
In baya and havens scooping, I would stray. 
And, dreaming, rear an empire on its shores. 
There cities rose, aud palaces and towers 
Canght the first light of morning; there the fleet 
Lent all il« snowy canvas to the wind, 
And bore wiiii awftil fi«nt against the foe ; 
IHiere armies marshalled then; array, and joined 
In mimic slaughter ; there the conquered fled, — 
I folbwed their retreat, imtil secure 
They found a refuge in their country's walls ; 
The triumphs of the congneror were mine. 
The bounds of empire widened, and the wealth 
Tom from the helpless liands of humbled foes : 
There many a childish hour was spent, the world. 
That moved and fretted round me, had no power 
To draw me from my m.Hsings, but tlie dream 
Enthralled me (ill it seemed reality ; 
And when I woke, I wondered that a brook 
Was babbling by, and a few rods of soil. 
Covered with scant herbs, the arena where 
Cities and empires, fleets and armies, rose. 



VOYAGE OF LIFE. 

I LATJNCHED my bark upon a waveless sea ; — 

The morning glowed, the sun just risen shone 

In dazzling light along the glassy plain. 

That seemed a golden mirror, or, as oft 

A transient zephyr ruffled it, a flcod 

Of molten amber. How the purple sail. 

And blue and crimson streamer wooed the wind. 

At times the bellying bosom of the sheet 

Eeceired the rising gale, and onward bore 

The white and glittering prow, as through the wave 
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It ploughed and heaved around the crested foam, 

Li&e snow-wreaths resting on a ground of gold. 

Again (he rismg zephyr died away. 

The boundless mr was still, the canvas flapped. 

And trembled on tbe yard, the streamers drooped. 

And fluttering waved around the masthead, sea 

And air were motionless: the crystal flood 

Opened its awttil depths heneatii,^so dear, 

The bark seemed hanging in the midway space 

Between the sky above and earth below: 

So still the elements, the briny drop, 

Tliat trickled from the prow to meet the wave, 

Was heard distinctly, and the rippling shoal 

Of blue-flnned mackerel, or the whispering flight 

Of the air-loving dweDer of the deep, 

Feii on my ear and woke me from my dream. 

So passed the bark of life o'er childhood's sea. 

But youth came on, and blustering winds arose ; 

Dark tempests gathered round, the howling blast 

Roared thraugh the cordage, every siul was rent, 

The loosened helm gave way, and like the steed 

Maddened with luxury, that flies the rein 

And hurries on to ruin, so the bark 

Ean wild before the tempest ; now it rose 

The billowy mountain, in the pawning calf 

Now headlong plunged ; the stnek was then unheard 

Amid the vaster tumtdt ; then tbe night 

Of storms enwrapped me, by the bursting foam, 

The sparkling fire of ocean, or the flash. 

The harbinger of thunder, or the pale 

And haleful meteor of ackly green, 

That on the bowsprit led the way to death. 

Alone illumined. What a deafening roar 

From bursting bilkiws, how the breaker's voice, 

Conflicting with the sea-beat crag, arose 

And bellowed through the gloom ; the sea-dog there, 

Mounted above his danger, howled and bayed; 

Tlie dying whale, dashed on the splintery rock, 

Groaned out his giant soul ; the cormorant 
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Flapped his black ivinga around my head ; tha loon, 

Perctied on tlie topmast, sunt liis balofid scream, 

Lite tlie mad moanings of a tortured man. 

So raged the storm aromid me, till a light. 

Dimly discovered thioifflh the darkness, showed 

Where help might ytit be found ; a secret hand 

Them seemed to grasp the rudder, o'er the ■waves 

The bark right onward held its steady course ; 

The tempeat seemed to mitigate ita rage, 

The thunders ceased, the douds spread out their veil 

In thinner folds, and through a tran^ent break 

Sent a fmnt glean of sunshine | from behind, 

A gentle wind blew; steady ; in the west 

The golden sky shone out, a larger curve 

Of brightness every instant opened, till 

The sun unveiled his face, and far away 

The tempest hurried o'er the mountain waves : 

It darkling flow, till on its bosom rose 

The many-colored bow ; serenity 

Then filled the air, the white gull o'er me flew, 

And the blue haleyon came and on the wave 

Alighted, hid its head beneath ita wing, 

And slept as on a pillow ; etill the sea 

Lifted its broad green back, and seemed to rock 

Its fury to repOBO ; I nearcd the land, 

Blue hills first smiled, then sandy shores, like snow 

Bleached on the heavenward mountain, caught my 

eye. 
The Ifehthouse next, that with ita warning fire 
Calls from the deep the wanderer to hia home. 
The sun in cloudless majesty, as king 
Of nature, Idndlod ocean, with his raj's. 
And made the land more lovely ; on I sailed, 
The haven spread ita arma to call me in, 
And clasp me in its bosom ; there I steered. 
And casting anchor, where no storm can rage, 
Nor tempest rock me, on the peaceful breast 
Of love eternal moored my bark for ever. 



A nCTUEE. 

Scene. -- Tho Vsllcy of tlia Calskill Uivec iiorth of Ito Cataklll 

Tub glories of a clouded moonlit night, — 
An union of wild mountains, and dark storms 
Gathering around their summits, or in forms 
Mvjestic moving far away in light. 
Like pillared snow or spectres wreathed inflame. 
Maanwhile, around the distant peaks a flow 
Of moonl^ht settles, seeming from below, 
Above the mountain's rude, ^antic frame, 
Au island of the heart, a hmne of bright, 
Unsullied souls, who, dad in purest white, 
Their bosoms stwnless as their mantles, play 
Avound the ^ded rocks, and snowy lawns, 
And aznre groves, in choirs like bounding fbwna 
Around the throne of some imperial fay, 
Agiu* the dark clouds brood l>e!ow ; their fold 
A moment shrouds the mountain in dun shade, 
Like midnight blackness from a crater rolled, 
And flashing, as the glimmering of a blade 
Amid the wreaths of war-smoke, lightnings quiver, 
And crackling bolts the oak's bent branches shiver, 
And rumbling echoes from the hollow glens 
Roar like the voice of lions in their dens. 
Awing the silent draert, — then the cloud, 
Careering on the wlurlwind, lifts its shroud 
From off yon soaring pinnacle, and sweet, 
Soft moonlight there is sleeping, like the ray 
Whose flashes on a checkered fountain play 
Light as the twinkling glance of fairies' feet. 
Or brood in burnished brightness on the stream, 
Oi' kiss the tufted bank of dewy flowers, 
As if consoling, in his boyish dream, 
Hi^r shepherd through her own still magic hours. 
Such is the brightness on those rocky towers ; 
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And rising in an arch of double height, 

Soaring away beyond that cone, the aky 

Smiles to the harmonizing touch of liglit, 

LikQ the blue iris of a iojous eye. 

I^e moon is iltere in glory, and the atars 

Shrink ftwm her fuller splendor, and grow dim 

Behind the veil of her effulgence. Airs, 

As if from Eden breathing, blow ; clouds swim. 

Foam-like and fleecy, round the landscape's brim ; 

And, heaving like a storm-swoln billow's crest, 

EoUb the wiRl tempest in the darkened west, 

Its flashes twinkling through the gloom, its peals 

Bellowing amid the purple glens ; the rEun, 

Scudding along the forest, bears the bow 

Wreathed round the flying stoi-m-cloud, as it ste^ 

Sljller and stiller through the night ; the stain. 

Of br^ded colors, in a softer glow. 

Bends o'er the foaming river its tdl arch, 

As if the spirits of tlie air might march 

From monnt^n on to mountain, and look down. 

In triumph, from the pictured cu'cle's crown, 

On hamleta wrapped m slumber, meadows green 

And gemmed with rain-dropa, woods whose leave? 

are bowed 
With the dissolving richness of the cloud, 
And brmvn broofi flashing down the hills, and 

pouring 
Their tribute to the master stream, which wheels 
Through the rude valley, foaming, tumbling, roaring, 
And on the lonely wanderer, who steals 
Abroad in silence to that echoing shore, 
And, gazing on the mad wave, and (he sky, 
Which arches o'ei ' ' ' ' ' ' 
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And on the flying cohorts of the st 
Hiding their frowns behind a 



r OF FBGGDOM. 



SPIRIT OF FREEDOM. 

Spirit op Fbkbdom ! who thy home hast made 
la wilds and wastes, where wealth has never trod, 
Nor bowed her coward head before her god, 
The sordid deity of fraudfiil trade ; 
Where power has never reared his iron brow. 
And glared hJB glance of terror, nor has blown 
Tlie maddening trump of battle, nor has flown 
His bloodthirst e^les ; where no flatterers bow. 
And kiss the foot (fiat apurna them ; where no throne, 
Bright with the spoils from nations wrested, towers, 
The idol of la slavish mob, who herd 
Where largess feeds their sloth with golden showers. 
And thousands hang upon one tyrant's word. 

Spirit of Fbbbdom ! thou, who dweil'st alone, 
Unblenched, unyielding, on the storm-beat shore. 
And flnd'st a stirring music in its roar. 
And look'st abroad on earth and sea, thy own, — 
Far from the city's noxious hold, thy foot, 
Fleet as the wild deer, bounds, as if i1« breath 
Were but the rankest, foulest steam of death. 
Its soil were but the dunghill, where the root 
Of every poisonous weed and baleflil tree 
Grew Tigorously and deeply, till their shade 
Had chofeed and killed each wholesome plant, and 

laid 
In rottenness the flower of Libkety. 



Thon fliest to the desert, and its sanda 
Become thy welcome shelter, where the pure 
Wind gives its freshness to thy rovmg bands, 
And languid wealtness finds its only cure ; . 
Where few then' wants, and bounded their desires 
And life all sprint and action, they display 
Man's boldest flights, and highest, warmest fires, 
And beauty wears her loveliest array, 
vol.. 1. a 
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68 SPIRIT or FREEDOM. 

Thou climb'st tlie mountain's crag, and with tlie 

Dwell'st liigh above the slothful plains; the rock 

Thy iron bed ; the avalanche's shock 

Thou sternly breastest : hunger, cold, and toil 

Harden thy steeled nerves, tall the frozen soil. 

The gnarled oak, the torrent, as it flows 

In thunder down its gulf, are not more rude, 

More hardy, more resistless, than thy force. 

When, waked to madness in thy headlong eourae, 

Thou msliest from, thy wintry solitude, 

And sweepest ftighted nations on thy path, 

A whirlwind in the tiiry of thj' wrath, 

And, with one curl of thy indignant frown, 

Castest the pride of plumed warriors down. 

And bear'st them onward, like the storm-filled wave, 

In nungled ruin to their bloody grave. 

Spirit of Fkeedom ! I would with thee dwell, 
Whether on Afric'a sand, or Norway's crags. 
Or Kansa's prturies, for thou lov'st them well, 
And there thy boldest daring never flags; 
Or I would lannch with thee upon the deep, 
And like the petrel make the wave my home. 
And careless as the sportive sea-bird roam; 
Or with the chamois on the AJp would leap, 
And feel myself, upon the snow-clad height 
A x>ortion <£ that undimmed flow of light 
No mist nor cloud can darken. O, with thee, 
Spirit of Freedom ! deserts, mounttdns, storms, 
Would wear a glow of beauty, and theiv forma 
Would Boften into loveliness, and be 
Dearest of earth, for there my soul is free. 
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Jo give a sweetness to the darkest Lour, 
As in the starless midnight from (he rose, 
Mow dipped in dew, a sweeter perfume flows ; 
And sudaenly the wanderer's heart assumes 
Kew confine, and he keeps his course along, 
Cheering t£e darkness with a whispered song : 
At evei-y step a purer, fresher air 
Salutes him, and the winds of morning bear 
Soft odors froni the violet beds and vines ; 
And thus he wanders, till the dawning shines 
Above the mistj^ mountains, and a hue 
Of vermeil blushes on the cloudless blue. 
Like health disporting on the downy cheek. 
It is time's forest moment : as a dove 
Shading the earth with azure wings of love, 
The sky broods o'er us, and the cool winds speak 
The peace of nature, and the waters fell, 
From leap to leap, more sweefly musical. 
And from the cloudy bosom of the vale 
Come, on the dripping; pinions of the gale, 
Tlie ample melody oi early birds 
IVooing tlieir mates to love, the low of herds. 
And the faint hloatine of the new-born lambs, 
Furauing, with light, bonnding step, their dams ; 
A^ain the shepherd's whistie, and the bark 
That shrilly answers to his call ; and hark 1 
As o'er the trees the golden rays appear, 
liurste the last joyous song of chanticleer, 
Who moves in stately pomp before his train. 
Till, from hia emerald neck, and burnished wings, 
The playful light a dazzling beauty flings, 
As if the stars had lit their flres again. 
So sweetly to the wanderer o'er the plain, 
The rose, the jessamine, and every flower 
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That spreads its leaflets in the dewy hour. 

And catches in its bell, night's viewless rtun, 

In tempered balm their rich aroma shower ; 

And mili this charm the morning on his eye 

Looks from her portals in the eastern sky, 

And throws h«r olushes o'er the sleeping earth, 

And wakes it to a fresh aod lovely bu'th. 

O, such a charm adorns that fdrest spot. 

Where noise and revelry disturb me not. 

But all the spirits that console me come. 

And o'er me spread a peaceful canopy. 

And stand with messages of kindness by, 

And one sweet dove, with eyes that look me blessed, 

Sits brooding all my treasures in her nest. 

Without one slightest wish the world to roam. 

Or leave me, and that quiet dwelling, — home. 



LOVE AT EYENING. 

It was the hour of moonlight, and the bells 
Had rung their eurfew tones, and they were atdJl ; 
The echo died around the distant hill. 
Sinking in f^t and fainter falls and swells, 
Accordant with the fitful wind, that blew 
Over the new-mown meadow, where the dew 
Stood twinkling on the closely shaven stems, 
Glittering as 't were a carpet sown with gems ; 
And ftxMn the winding river there arose 
A mist, that curled in voliuned folds, and gave 
A snowy mantle to the stealing wave. 
Like that which fency, love-enchanted, llrrows 
Over the form it doats on with a feeling 
Of moat endeared fondness, blind to all 
That is not light and loveliness, concealing 
The tints of weakness with a darkest pall : 



Anda^ 

Gives it a rainbow livery, and h 
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BLLEST SHE STOOD BEJPOEE ME. 71 

AH softness and all beauty, so imtuRs 

Tlie fond eye of affection with all chaims 

The image of its awe ; and he k proud. 

Ay, prouder than the proudest, when Lis arms 

Around that form of loveliness are flung. 

And when those melting eyes are on him hung. 

And when those lips are moving in sweet tones. 

That tell, whate'er the ivorda he, that she owns 

Uo other for her love ; and then the sigh 

Struggles witliin her bosom, and her eye 

Is wet with rising tears, and then the smile 

Plays sweetly on her parting lips awhile, 

And then she hangs upon his arm, and tells, 

Her heart how happy, — and thatfond heart swells 

To give its feelings utterance, and she sings 

Sweetly, aa when the lark at morning springs 

From out a dewy thicket, and away 

Winnows his easy flight to meet the day | 

And thus their eyes are blended, and they gaze 

A moment on each other, and tlien turn 

To where the countless fires of ether bum, 

And look firora heaven wth soft and soothing rays ; 

A moment with uplifted brow they pour 

The swelling current of devotion o'er. 

And then, ifescending fixira that upward flight, 

Again.their eyes in tender looks unite. 

Again they speak in undertones, as still 

As are the winds that rustle on the hill, 

Then wde by side, in links of fondness prest, 

Steal alently unto their hallowed rest. 



SiLKNT she stood before me, in the light 

And majesty of beauty ; and her eye 

"Was teeming with the vi^ons of her soul; — 

She stood before me in a veil of white. 

The im^ of her bosom's purity. 

And lovSiness enveloped her, as blight 
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As Tftheii, at set of sun, the clouds unroll, 
Pavilioning the dusky throne of night. 
There is a spirit in the kindling glance 
Of pure and lofty beauty, which doth quell 
Each darker passion ; and as heroes fell 
Before the terror of Minerva's lance, 
So beauty, armed with virtue, bows the soul 
With a commanding, but a sweet control, 
Making the heart all holiness and bve. 
And lifting it to worlds that shine above. 
Until, subdued, we humbly bend before 
The idol of our worship to adoi'c. 



Stab of thepenave! " melancholy star," 

That, from the bosom of the deep ascendingf. 

Shines on the curling waves, lilce mourner bending 

Over the ruins of the joys that were ; 

Or lone, deserted moWier sweetly tending 

Her hu^ed babe in its cradle, often blending 

Her plaintive song and sigh repreMed, — sweet star I 

I love the eye that looks on me so far 

From all this want, and wretchedness, and woe, 

From out that home of pure serenity 

Above the ivinds and clouds. When tempests How, 

The sailor through the darkness looks to thee ; — 

Thou art the star of love, and fond hearts gaze 

With feeUng awe upon thy trembling ravs. 

And dream that other eyes are resting tliere ; 

And O what light around the bosom ^ays. 

When, dwelling on the beautiful and fair, 

We think that eyes beloved tliose beauties share I 
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VAUCLUSE. 

That heaveth witl involuntary swell 
Of joy or grief for others' we:u or woe. 
The highest pleasures fortune can bestow. 
The proudest deeds that victory can tell, 
The charms that beauty weaveth in her spell, 
These holy, happy tears how far below ! 
Yea, I would steal me from life's gaudy show, 
And seek a covert in. a silent shade, 
And where the cheating lights of being glow, 
See glory after fflory dmily fade, 
And knowing all my brighter visions o'er. 
Deep ia my bosom's core my sorrows lay, 
And thence the fountains of repentance poor, 
Gush after gush, in purer streams away. 



V A U C L U S E. 

The laurel throws its locks around thy gi-ave. 
As Irashly as when erst thou lingered there, 
And pludted the early flowers to crown thy h^, 
Or gathered cresses from the glassy wave. 
That winds through hills of olive, vine, and grain, 
SteaUng away from Vaucluse' lonely dell, 
Now murmuring scantily, now in the swell 
Of April foaming onward to the plain, — 
Laura ! Thy consecrated bou^h is bright. 
As when thy Fetrarch tuned his soft lute by, 
And ht his torch in that dissolving light, 
"VVliich darted from his only sun, — -^ne eye; 
Thy leaf is still as green, ihy flower aa gay, 
Thy berry of as deep a tint, as when 
Thou moved a goddess in the wallis of men. 
And o'er thy poet held unbounded sway. 
Methinks I hear, as from the hills descend 
The deepening shadows and tlie blue smoke curls, 
And waving forests with the light winds bend. 
And flows tne brook in sofl«r leaps and whirls, — 
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74 LIGHT OF LOVE. 

Metliinks I hear that voice of love complaining, 

In f^nt and broken accents, of his hours 

Of lonely sorrow, and of thy disdaining 

And half-averted glances, till the bowers 

Are pregnant with the iymn, and every rose 

With fresher dew, as if in weeping, flows, 

And every lily seems to wear a hue 

Of paler tenderness, and deeper glows 

The pink's carnation, and a purer blue 

Melts on the modest rosemary, the wind 

Whispers a sweeter echo, and the stream 

Spouts stiller from its well ; while from behind 

Tie «now-cIad alpine summits rolls the moon, 

Careering onward to her cloudless noon. 

In fullest orb of silver, and her beam 

Casta o'er the vale long shadows from the pine, 

The rock, the spire, the eastle, and away. 

Beyond thy towers, Avignon I proudly shine 

The broad Bhone'a foammg channels, in their play 

Through green and willbwed islands, while they 

sweep. 
Descending on their hold, reaatless way. 
And heaving high their crest in wild array. 
With all a torrent's grandeur, to the deep. 



LIGHT OF LOVE. 

Fair as the first-blown rose, but oh I as fleeting, 

Soft as the down upon a cvgnet's breast, 

Sweet as the air, when gales and flowers are meot^ 

Bright as the jewel on a sultan's vest, 
Dear as the infant smiling when caressed. 
Mild as the wind, at dawn in April, blowing. 
Calm as the innocent heart, and oh ! as blest, 
Pure as the spring from mountain granite flowing, 
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LIGHT OF LOVE. 75 

Gay as the tulip in its atarred bed glowing, 
-As clouds that curtMn round the west at even, 
V'cv earth a canopy of gloiy throwing, 
And heralding the radiant path to heaven. 

Sweet as the sound, when ■waves, in calm, re- 
treating, 
Eoll back, in guigling ripples, from the shore. 
When in the curimg well atill waters meeting, 
Clear, from the spout, the molten crystal pour ; 
Sweet as at distance heard the cascade's roar, 
Or ocean on the lone rock faintly dashing, 
Or dying thunders, when the storm is o'er. 
And dim-seen lightning far awaj' are flashing ; 
Sweet as when spring is garlanduig the trees. 
The birds in all Qie flush of life are anging, 
And as the light leaves twinkle in the breeTe, 
The woods with melody and joj are ringing, 
"VVhen.bedsof mint and flowenng fields of clover 
Are redolent of nature's balraiest stoi"e. 
And the coot wind, fiwn rivers, hurries over 
And gathers sweets that Hybla never bore. 

Fair as the cloudless moon o'er night presiding. 
When earth, and sea, and Mr are hushed and stiU, 
Along, the burning dome of nature riding. 
Crowning witli Uquid lustre rock and hi9, 
Pencilling with her silver beam the rill 
That o'er the wave-worn marble falling plays, 
Sheeiang with light the cascade at the mill, 
And paving ocean with her tremulous rays, 
Through the closed lids of dewy violets stealing, 
And gemming, with clear drops, the mead and 

Such is the light the native heart of feeling 
Throws round the st^nless object of his love. 
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FLOWER OF A SOTJTHEEM- GARDEN. 

Floweh of a Southern garden newly blowing, 

Fair as a, lily bending on its stem, 

■Whose curled and ymoir loeis, in ringleia flowing, 

Need not tie lustre of a diadem ; 

Than all the wealth of Ind, a brighter gem; 

Than all the pearls, that bnd in Omaa^ sea. 

Than all the corals waving over them, 

Purer the living light that circles thee ; 

And through thy tender cheek's, transparency 

The vermeil tint of life is lighth' flushmg, 

Or, at the faint^t touch of modesty, 

In one deep crimson tide is wildly rushing ; 

Like rose-leavea, when the morning's breath is 

brushing 
Away the seeds of pearl the nighfHjloud shed. 
So thy twin opening lips are purely blushing. 
Ripe with the softest dew and clearest red ; 
Purer than crystal in ita virgin bed, 
Hian fountains bubbling in a granite cave. 
Than sheeted snow, that wraps a mountain's head, 
Or lilies glancing through a stainless wave, 
Purer the snow that mantles o'er thy breast. 
And rests upon thy forehead ; — O, with thee 
The hours might mt away so sweetly blest, 
Tliat time would melt int« eternity i 

Go with me Xo the desert loneliness 

Of forest and of mountain, — we will share 

The joys, that only purify and bless. 

And mate a paradise of feeling there ; 

And daily thon shalt be more sweet and fmr, 

And still shalt talce a more celestial hue. 

Like spirits melting in the midway air. 

Till lost and blended in the arch of blue : 

Alone, not lonely, we will wander through 

Thickets of blooming shrubs and mantling vines, 
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E OF MY HEART. 



llappj' as bees amid the smnmer dew. 

Or Eono;-birds, when the fresh spving luorainff shine 

And when departing IJfe shall wing its flight, 

And render back tlie gift which God has given, 

Be then to me a seraph form of light, 

And bear lay fleeting Boul away to Heaven. 



ROSE OF MY HEART. 

EosE of my heart ! I "ve raised for thee a bower. 

For thee have bent the pliant osier round, 

For thee have carpeted with turf the ground, 

And trained a canopy to shield thy flower. 

So that tlie warmest sun can bave no power 

To diy the dew from off thy leaf, and pale 

Thy living carmine, but a woven veil 

Of full-green vines shall guard from heat and 

shower. 
Kose of my heart ! here, in this dim alcove, 
Ko worm sliall nestle, and no wandering bee 
Shall auck thy sweets, no blight shall wither thee, 
But thou shalt show the fi-esneat hue of love. 
Lilte the red stream, that from Adonis flowed. 
And made the snow carnation, thou shalt blush, 
And -fays shaE wander from their bright abode 
To flit enchanted round thy loaded bush. 
Bowed with thy fragrant burden, thou shalt bend 
Thy slender twigs and thorny branches low : 
Yerinilion and the purrat fomn shall blend ; 
These shall bo pale, and those in. youth's first glow : 
Their tints shall form one sweetest harmony, 
And on aome leavaa the damask shall prevail. 
Whose colors melt, like the sofb symphony 
Of flutes and voices in the distant dale. 
Tlie bosom of that flower shalt be as white, 
As hearts that love, and love alone, are pure. 
Its tip shall blush, as beautiful and bright 
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As are the gayest atredts of dawning light, 

Or mines set within a hrimming ewer. 

Eoae of my heart ! there thou soalt ever bloom. 

Safe in the shelter of my perfect love, 

And when they lay thee in the dark, cold tomb, 

I 'II find thee out a better bower above. 



Catania ! on tliy famed and classic shore 

I long to plant my foot, and stand between 

A paradise, all blooming, gay, and green, 

And thy earth-eu^led ocean s centle roar, 

Along whose peaceful waves the sunbeams pour. 

Prom stainless skies, deep amber, and imbue 

The ruffled waters with an iris hue, 

Like torehlight sparkling in a vault of ore, — 

And turning I behold thy fields of grain 

Waving in yellow floods o'er vale and plain, 

And meadows mantled in, a waste of flowers, 

And hills whereon the golden orange glows, 

And purpling with the ripe vine's nectared bowers, 

And breathing with the myrtle and the rose ; 

And higher still flame-crested .ffitna towering, 

A belt of ^ant oak and chestnut waves 

In gloomy verdure, like the cypress lowering 

With shade of solemn night o er Eastern graves ; 

And loftier, in its virgin robe of white, 

The snow-cap, pillowed on the cloudless sky. 

Seems like a floating column of pure light, 

And round its pointed cone dark volumes lie 

Boiled from the volcan's jaws, and sheets of flame 

Dart on iheir path to heaven, and flowing o'er 

Tlie glowing torrent rolls its flashing stream, 

And from the mountain's womb comes forth a sullen 



I STAND upon tlie mountains, 'mid a sea 

Of rocks, and woods, and waters, vales and plidna, 

"Where smiling Freedom dad in msset reigns. 

Beneath, a cloudless, deep-blue canopy, 

IVhereon, in fwvereign pomp and majesty. 

Hie lord of day ascends his noontide throne, 

And looks o'er all, himself unviewed alone, 

Such is the burning brightness of his e_ye ; 

And here with npward breast and danng wing. 

And glance that dwells nndazzled on the blaze, 

And finds its home in those unclouded rays. 

From off these rocky battlements I spring. 

And soaring to a more ethereal height, 

My pinions lift me on to lieaven's own world of 
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MoSAitcii of mountains ! whose serenest brow. 

O'er clouds and storms uplifted, courts the sky, 

And gazes on the all-perrading eye, 

To which, in heartfelt awe, wide nations bow, 

As Him from whom their life and being flow, — 

Monarch of mountains ! at thy feet I lay 

The tribute of my wonder, and there pay 

Tlie hom^e of a soul, to whom the bow 

Of glory, that encircles thee when night 

Comes on in iris-spiendor, and thy height 

Glows with unnumbered hues and seems on fire, 

And o'er thy pure snows rolls a wave of light, — 

To whom these glories are a high delight, 

An inspiration, and a deep desire, 

And would be heaven, could T but hear an angel'a 



nr. 

My country, — at tlie sound of that dear name 
The wanderer'a heart awakens, nerved and bold 
Before him stand tlie deeds and days of old, 
The tomba of ages, and the rolls of fame 
Sculptured on columns, where the living flame 
Of Freedom lights anew its feding ray, 
And glows in emulation of that day, 
When, on their foes they stamped the brand of 

shame: 
Xes, at the thought of these hright trophies leaps 
The spirit in his bosom, and he turns 
Hia longing eye to where his parent sleeps. 
And high on rooks hia country's heaEon hums ; 
And though the world be gayest, and sweet forma 
Of love and beauty call hun, he would fly. 
And walk delighted in her mountain storms. 
And man his soul with valor at her cry. 
And in the fiercest shock of battle die. 

IV. 
How to my task: — be firm, — the work requires 
Cool reason, deep reflection, — and the glow 
Of heart, that pours itself in restless flow. 
Must ^eep, and fancy quench her beamir^ fires. 
And all my longings, hopes, and wild deanes 
Must seek their slumberous pillow and be still ; 
But energy must mantle o'er my will. 
And give the patient tail that never tires : 
For Nature stands before me, and invites 
My spirit to her sanctuary, and draws 
Aade her pictured veil, from where she writes 
In living letters her eternal laws ; 
And as I stand amid the countless wheels, 
That roll the car of being on its way, 
A deep serene my silent bosom feels, 
I seem a portion of the viewless ray. 
And o'er me flows the light of pure, imfadinfi day. 



Comb forth, f^r waters, from the classic spring, 

And let me quaff joar nectar, that my soul 

May lift itselt upon a bolder wing, 

And spura awLfle this being'3 base control. 

How many a cup of inspiration stole 

The bards from out thy sparkling well, and sung 

Strains high, and worthy of the kindling bowl, 

Till all Aonia and Hesperia rung ! 

And on the green isles of the ocean sprung 

A wilder race of minstrels, like the storm 

"Which beats theh rocky bulwarks ; there they strung 

A louder harp, and showed a prouder form ; 

And sending o'er the sea their song, our shore 

Sliall catch the found, and silent sleep no more. 



Faubweh,, sad liowors, that on a desert blow, 
Farewell I I plucked you from the Muses' bower, 
And wove you in a garland, which an hour 
Might on my aching eye enchantment throw. 
Your leaves are pale and withered, and your flow 
Of perfume wasted, your alluring power 
Has vanished Mke the fleeting April shower, — 
Too lovely flowers to spread your leaves below. 
Sweet flowers ! though witliered, all the joy I know 
Is when I breathe your balm, your wreath intwine ; 
And earth can only this delight bestow. 
That sometimes all your loveliness is mine ; 
And then my frozen heart awhile will glow, 
And life have moments, in its path, divme ! 

vn. 

Would I were but a spirit, veiled in light, 
Waited by winds of heaven from flower to flower, 
Catching, from bending blades, the crystal shower, 
When earth, impearled, awakened new and bright ; 
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82 AN ODE TO MUSIC. 

"Would I were set to guide some rolling sphere. 
Amid the glm'ies of eternal day, 
ifcimiung aloud a sweet, celeslia] lay 
That immortality alone can hear; 
Would I were but the messenger of lofe. 
To hear from soul to kindred soul the sigh. 
To kiss the teai-a that fall from beauty's eye, 
And watch the ringdove in the lonely grove ; 
Then sounds of mdody might ever flow 
Prom lips that with the fire of feeling glow. 



AN ODE TO MUSIC. 

'EtnrtTf vvv jioi, MoCirat, 'OXv/iTTia Sw/iar ejfoutnii- 

Debcemd, and with thy breath inspire my soul ; 
Descend, and o'er my lyre 
Diffuse thy living fire ; 
O, bid its chords a strwn of grandeur roll I 
Touched by thy hand their trembling accents ring; 
Borne on thy sounding pinions through the sky. 
To Heaven the notes m burning ardor spring, 
And as the tones in softened whispers die, 
Love seems to flutter round on his Aurora-wing. 

O Muse I who erst in Tempe's flowery vale 
Wert wont to tune thy harp and breathe thy soul, 
Ajid o'er Peneus pom" thy dying wEul ; 
Who, when loud-roaiing thunders rocked the pole, 
Burst fiTjm the dell and "mid the growling storm 
Involved in lurid gloom thy shining form ; 
And while the tempest o'er Olympus frowned, 
And lightnings glittered round the throne of Jove, 
Thy lyre, wiSi hurried notra and awful sound. 
Seemed like the voice that rung through dark Do- 
dona's grove. ,-. I 



Eecljned amid the moods that waved around 
Castalia's crvstal fount and murmuring atream, 
Wliile ever-blooming flowerets decked tbe ground, 
And brightened in the summer's softened beam, 
Tliy virgins nine, with lyres of burnished gold, 
Around thy sylvan throne their descant rolled. 
And through the mountain glen, the pen^ve shade, 
A mellow echo would the strain prolong, 
And as around the hollow cliffs it played, 
A thousand heavenly harps se 



Urania o'er her star-bespangled lyre 
With touch of majesty difiused her soul ; 
A thousand tones, that in the breast inspire 
Exalted feelings, o'er lie wires 'gan roll ; — 
She sang of night, that clothed l£e infant worl 
In strains as solemn as its dark profound, — 
How at the call of Jove the mist unfurled, 
And o'er the swelling vault, the glowing sky, 
Tlie new-born stars hung out their lamps on li 
And rolled their mighty orbs to music'f 



Majestic Clio touched her alver wu'e. 

And through time's lengthened vista moved a train. 

In dignity sublime ; — the patriot's fire 

Kindled ila torch in heaven's resplendent ray. 

And 'mid contention rose to heaven, again. 

In brightness glowin" like the orb of day 

The warrior drove bis chariot o'er the slain, 

And dyed its wheels in gore ; — the battle's yell. 

The dying groan, the shout of victory, 

Now bke the tempesl^ust in horror swell, 

Now like the sighing breeze in silence vaeit away. 
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But wlien .Erato bruslied lier flowery lute, 

What striuns of sweetness wlusperei in the wind 1 

Soft as at evening when the shepherd's flute, 

To tones of meltine love alone resigned, 

Breathes through uie windings of the silent vale, 

Complaining accents tremble on the gale. 

Or notes of ecst^iy serenely roll. 

So when the smiling Muae of Cupid sung. 

Her melody sighed out the sorrowing soul. 

Or o'er her silkea chords sweet notes of gladness 



But Melpomene I thy lyre of woe, 

To what a mournful pitch its keys were strung, 

And when thou hads't its tones of sorrow flow ! 

Each weeping Mtise, enamored, o'er thee hung : 

How sweet, liow heavenly sweet, when faintly rose 

The song of grief, and at its dying close 

The BOuT seemed melting in the trembling breast; 

The eye in dews of pity flowed away. 

And every heart, by sorrow's load opprest, 

To infant softness sunk, as breathed thy mournful 



But when, Calliope, thy loud harp rang, 
In Epic grandeiu- rose the lofty strain ; 
The clash of arms, the trurnpet's awful clang 
Mixed with the roar of conffict on the plain ; 
Tlte ardent warrior hade his coursers wheel, 
Trampling in dust the feeble and the brave, 
DeBtmction flashed upon his glittering steel, 
While round his brow encrimsoned laurels waved. 
And o'er him. shrilly shrieked the demon of the 
grave. 
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Euterpe glanced hev fingers o'er her lute, 
And lighuy waked it to ii cheerful strain 
Then liud it by, and took the mellow flute, 
Whose softly flowing warble filled the plain : 
It was a lay that roused the drooping soul, 
And bade the tear of sorrow cease to flow ; 
From shady woods the nymphs enchanted stole, 
While laughing Cupids bent the silver bow, 
Fluttering like fays that flit in Luna's softened glow 



The rage of Pindar filled the sounding air, 
As Polyhymnia tried her skill divine ; 
The shaffgy lion roused him from his lair. 
And baShis blood-st^uned eyes in fury shine ; 
The femished eagle poised his waving wings, 
AVhetting his thirsty beak, — while Miirder rose. 
With hand that grasps a dirk, with ej'e that glows 
In gloomy madness o'er the throne of fcings. 
And, as she bade her tones of horror swell. 
The demon shook his steel with wild exulting yell. 



How light tlie strain when, decked in vernal bloom, 

Thalia tuned her lyre of melody, 

And when Terpsichore, with ins-plume, 

Bade o'er her lute her rosy fingers fly ; 

'T was pleasure all : — the fawns in mingled choirs. 

Glanced on the willing n^Tftphs their wanton fires, 

Joy shook his glittering pmions as he flew ; 

The shout of i-apture and the song of bliss. 

The sportive titter and the melting kiss, 

All blended with the smUe, that shone like early dew. 



Their music ceased, — and rising from thy throne, 
Thou took'st thy harp that on the laurel hung, 
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8e AN ODE TO MUSIC. 

And bending o'er its chords to try their tone, 
A faintly trembling murmur o'er them rung : 
At each sweet sound that broke upon the ear, 
Started the listening throng, and gaaed and smiled ; 
The aatyr, leaning on his rvy spear, 
Peeped forth delighted from the flowery wild, 
And, while thou tunedst the keys, the raptured soul 
Hung o'er the flying tones that on the zephyrs stole. 



This prelude o'er, a solemn strain arose, 
As strayed thy fingers slowly o'er the wire ; 
How grand the diapason, — and its close, 
As when to heaven the ot^an notes aspire, 
And through the gloomy aisle, the lofty nave. 
Swell out the anthem pealing o'er the grave ! 
Low muttering thunders seemed to rom' around, 
And rising whurlwinds whispered in the ear | 
The warrior started at the solemn sound, 
Half drew his sword, and slowly shook his spear ; 
The tiger couched, and gazed with burning eye. 
In horror growled, and lashed his waving tail; 
The serpent rustled like the dying gale. 
And bade his tongue in purple ardor fly. 
Quivering like lurid flames beneath the midnight sky. 



The fiiry of the storm is howling by. 

The wiurlwinds rush, the burstm^ thunders roll, 

Grim horror settles o'er the lowermg sky. 

And ruin flashes on the ehtiddering soul ; 

So bm^t with sudden swell thy awful strain. 

And every blast of war was on the gale ; 

The maddening warriors mingled on the plidn, 

Loud rose the yell, and rang the clanging mail ; 

The victor's dripping chariot crushed the slain ; 

^e raging tiger wiSi terrific roar 

Sprang on his prey, and dyed his claws in gore ; 
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liJBiiig on spires tliat shone irith varied hne, — 
Brif;bt crimson, bumistied gold, and livid blue, — - 
The serpent, hissing in his burning ire, 
G]ajicedoa his flying foe, and fixed his tooth of fire. 



Struck by thy bounding quill, a mellow lay 

Rang o'er the harp, and Boftly died away; 

As jwnred the descant in the warrior's ear, 

The roar of conflict ceased along the plain. 

The foes endtii:^ trampled on the slam. 

And shook in nungled dance the glinmiering spear ; 

In listless ease redined, the tiger lay, 

And fondly sported with his bleeding prey; 

At times fJie serpent waved his quivering t(ul. 

Then coiled his folds, and, all to peace reacned. 

Listened the strain that sported in die wind, 

And hissed his pleasure, shrill aa eounds the inlant's 

XVI. 

At last a murmur trembled on the lyre, 
Soft as the dirge that echoes o'er the bier: 
Bobbed of his spirit bold, his daring fire. 
The vanquished warrior dropped a tender tear, 
Leant on his bloody sword and breathed a sigh ; 
And as the tiger spread his claws of gold. 
Fawned round thy form and purred his ecstaay, 
His emerald eyes in languid softness rolled ; 
The serpent, falling gently from his spire, 
Glided with easy sweep along the plain. 
In graceful windmgs wantoned round thy lyre. 
And kissed the trembling chord that breaUied the 
soothing str^. 
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THE JUDGMENT. 

Hark ! tie Jufipment trump has blown ! 

How it rolls iJong the air 1 
Time and Hope for ever flown, 

Sinners for your doom prepare. 

Slowly o'er tlie lurid sky 

Eolls a dark, terrific storm, 
Showing to tlie startled eye 
On its skirts a giant ferra. 

Hark ! the rattHnc hail descends. 
See ! the &rky lightninm glow, 

Ab that form in anger bends, 
Frowning on tlie world below. 

Biding on the whirlwind's wiag, 

Ciuicfpied in clouds he flies ; 
Witii his voice the mountains ring, 

With his presence glow the skies. 

Earthquakes roar and rock the ground, 

Tyrants bow before his rod, 
Nations tremble at the sound. 

When they hear the voice of God. 

Lo I the God ! He comes In wrath : 

Vengeance drives his iron car, 
Lightnings pave his Aaming path. 



" I have waited long and spared 
Ingrates, on my bounty fed ; — 

Now my red I'ight arm is bared, 
Kow your day of hope is fled. 
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" I have bid my sun to shine, 
I have bid my dews to fall, 

I have sent my love divine, — ' 

You have epui-ned and wasted all. 

" Now the day of trial o'er, 

I my fatal shaft let fly ; 
Mercy can endure no more, — 

■Erne mii3t end and you must die." 

Ripe with an (he harvest bends ; — 
See the mighty reaper stand I 

There his burning scythe he sends, 
And with ftivy sweeps the land. 

See the fields and forests glow ! 

See the mounting flame aspire 1 
Hark the sinner's yell of woe, 

Gasping in a world of fire ! 

Helpless wretches! whither fly? 

In what den a shelter find ? 
See ! the blasting bolt is nigh. 

Flame before, and wraih behind. 

lake the chaff by whirlwinds driven, 
Like the earthquake-shattered rock. 



So they fly, a quivering throng. 

Urged by shame, deapah, and fear; 

Humed by tlie sword along, 
Flashing, falling on then- rear. 

Hear the crackling whirlwind roar ; 

Sheets of flame ascend the sky ; 
Now the feeble cry is o'er, 

Quenched in dai-k eternity. 



..Google 



A TRIBUTE TO THE BBAVE. 

Now the Hlla and moimtams melt. 
Bocks in flashing torrents run, 

To eardi's heart the rage is felt, — 
Bow the work of wr^h Js done. 

Curling like a lettered scroll, 
Crisped and crackling in the flame, 

Now heaven's vaulted arches roll ; 
Falla the universal frame. 

Now the circling blue has fled, 

Suna wax faint and stars grow dim, 

Heaven and earth away have sped, 
lime's last trmiip their djing hymn. 

Matter now has ceased to be, 

All is pare ethereal light; 
Saints, from all that bound them fl-ee, 

To the empyrean wing their flight. 

In that fount then' beings blend, 

All their thoughts, their views, the sai 

See creation's essence end 
In one flood of viewless flame ! 



A TRIBUTE TO THE BRAVE. 

Though furled be the banner of blood on the plain, 
And rusted the sabre once crimsoned with gore ; 
Though hushed be the ravens that croaked o'er the 

And calmed into silence the battle's loud roar ; 
Though Peace with her rosy smile gladden the vales, 
And Commerce unshackled dance over the wave ; 
Though music and song may enliven the gales. 
And Joy crown with roses and myrtle the brave ; 
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Like spirits ttat start from the sleep of the dead^ 
Our heroes shall rouse, when the lanim shall blow; 
Then Freedom's broad flag on the wiud shall be 

spread, 
And Valor'a sword flash in the face of the foe. 
Our Eagle shall rise 'mid the whirlwinds of war, 
Ajid dart through the dun-cloud of battle hia eye, — 
Shall spread his wide wings on the tempest afar 
O'er spirits of valor that conquer or die. 
And ne'er shall the rage of the conflict be o'er. 
And ne'er shall the warm blood of life cease to flow, 
And still 'mid the smote of the battle shall soar 
Our Eigle — till scattered and fled be the foe. 
When Peace shall disarm War's dark brow of its 

And rosea shall bloom on the soldier's rude grave, — 
Then Honor shall weave of the laurel a crown, 
That Beauty shal) bind on the brow of the brave. 



THE SENATE OF CALLIMACHI* 



In Callimachi's halls are met 
The chieftains of a noble line; 
The fathers' spirit lingers yet. 
To aid them in their Sigh design ; 
The spirit that, in ancient days, 
Called forth the boldest Spartan band, 
With their own shields and breasts tfl re 
A living bulwark round their land. 

The sound that erst in Hellas rang, 
When War his brazen trumpet blew. 



When shields returned the hollow clang, 
And ready feet to battle flew, — 
That sound m Sparta's vale is raised ; 
The Turkish bar and bolt are riven ; 
The fire that erst on <Eta blaaed, 
In bolder eddies curia to heayen. 

That flame o'er Spartan valor burned, 
The brave tiree-hundred'a funeral pyre 1 
Though now in Grecian eartb inurned. 
Their fame shall Grecian hearts inspire ; 
It blazes on the sacred rock. 
It flashes o'er the hallowed glen ; 
Advance, ye Greeks! and fceast the shock, 
And show the world ye stJlI are men. 

The sons of sires, who knew no fear 
When threatening foemen scaled their walls, 
The light shall see, the sound shdl hear, 
And tfirong to Callimachi's halls : 
The altar m" thdr country bums ; 
Hsy pledge their oath to liberty ; 
Then- fathers answer from their urns, 
" Be like us, sons, and ye are free." 

On old Messene's soil are met 
The sons of Aristomenes ; 
Your ancient wrongs and feuds forget 
In wrongs so foul, so deep, as these ; 
A new Aristodemus flings 
TTig irOn gauntlet on the foe ; 
At once, a nation's valor springs 
To deal the liberating blow. 

Who would not glow in such a cause ? 
Who not exult in such a name ? 
Blest be the sword ea<;h Maynote draws 
To lop away his bonds and shame : 
The fire ia kindled in liia soul ; 
The spirit flashy in his eye : ,_, , 
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L PLATONIC BACCHANAL 8 



The YOw of freedom to the sky. 

Leap from your tombs, ye men who stood 

At Pylte and at Marathon ; 

The sire sh^ find his boiling blood 

Throb in the bosom of his son : 

Haste, demigods I with shield and spear, 

And hover o'er the coming fight ; 

O, let the rocks of Sparta hear 

The gathering word, "Unite! unite I" 



A PLATONIC BACCHANAL SONG. 

Fill high the bowl of life for me, — 

Let roses mantle round its brim, 

While heart is warm and thought is free, 

Ero beauty's light is waning dnn, — 

Fill high with brightest draughts of soul, 

And let it flow with feeling o'er, 

And love, the sparkling cup, he stole 

From heaven, ti give it briskness, pour. 

O, fill the bowl of life for me, 

And wreathe its dripping brim with flowers, 

And I will drink, as lightly flee 

Our early, unretuming hours. 

Fill high liie bowl of life with wine, 

Tlia,t swelled the grape of Eden's grove, 

Ere human life, in its decline, 

Had strewed with thorns the path of love, — 

FiU high from virtue's crystal fount, 

That springs beneath the throne of Heaven, 

And sparkles brightly o'er the mount 

From which our fellen souls were driven. 

O, fill the bowl of life with wine. 

The wine that charmed the gods above, 

And round its brim a garland twine, 

That blossomed in the bower of love. ,- . 
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here's to her who wore. 

Fill high tlie bowl of life with spirit, 
Drawn from the living sun of soul, 
And let the wing of ttenius bear it. 
Deep-glowing, like a Kindled coal, — 
Fill high from that ethereal treasure. 
And let me quaff the flowing fire, 
And know awhile the hounclless pleasure 
That Heaven-lit fancy can inspire. 
O, fill the howl of life with spuit, 
And give it brimming o'er to me. 
And as I quaif, I seem to inherit 
The ^low of immortality. 
Fill high the bowl of life with thought 
From that unfathomable well, 
"Which sf^fes long and long have sought 
To sound, but none its depths can teU, — 
Fill high from that dark, stainless wave. 
Which mounts and flows for ever on, 
And rising proudly o'er the grave. 
There finds its noblest course begun. 
O, fill the bowl of life with thought, 
And I will drint the bumper up, 
And find, whate'er my wish had sought 
In that the purest, sweetest cup. 



Here 's to her irho wore 

The myrde- wreath that bound me ; 

Here 's lo her who bore 

The twine of bay that crowned me : — 

O, had not her hght 

So brightly shone upon me, 

Still the cloud of night 

Had darkly brooded on me; 

There was in her eye 

A spirit that inspired me ; 

Still to do or die, 

The electric sparkle fired me ; 
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J WHO WOKE. 



The music of her breath 

Back to life a^ain would win me ; 

So here 'a to her who wore 

The myrtle-wreath that bound me ; 

The girl who kindly bore 

The twine of bay that crowned me. 

No more the iron chain 

Of doubt and fear inthralls me ; 

I lifl my wing agiun, 

For 't is her voice that calls me ; 

Still higher, higher stiil, 

In search of gwry soaring, 

I feel my bosom thrill 

To the song her voice is potiring ; 

And though I stretch my flight. 

Where heaven alone is o'er me, 

I see her form of lidit 

Still floating on before me : 

O, when foes the direst move 

In columns to assail us, 

Let us hear the voice of love, 

And our courage cannot fdl us: 

So here 's to her, &c. 



AwOT the vapors roll 

At the nu^c of her numbers ; 

Back l« life f^cun I start. 

At her thrilling summons waking, 

Every link that bound my heart 

DojTn to earth, indignant breaking ; 

Then I follow where she flies. 

Like a shooting star, before me. 

And her fascinating eyes 

Shed their fire in flashes o'er me : 
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O, cold the heart could sleep 

When her alver tnimpet called it, 

And the aoul that -would Set leap 

When her flowery chain enthralled it ; 

So here's to her who wore 

The myrtle-wreath that hound me ; 

The gii'l who fcindly bore 

The twine of bay that crowned me. 



DITHTRAMBIC. 



Fill the cup for me, 
Fill the cup of pleasure ; 
Wake the fairy lyre 
To its wiidest measure. 
Melancholy's gloom 
Now is stealing on me. 



In the shades of night, 
When every eye is cloang, 
On the moonlight hank 
All in peace reposing, ' 
There is naught so sweet 
Ab the cup ttf pleasure. 
And the lyre that breathes 
In its wildest measure. 
Fill the cup, &c 

This the smiling star 

That guides me o'er life's ocean, 

This the heavenly light 

That wakes my heart's devo&iii : , 



'Ti3 when Beauty's smile 
Gives the cup of pleasure, 
And awakes the lyre 
To its wildest measure. 
Fill the cup, Sx. 

If the fiend of sorrow 
With his gloom affright thee, 
There may come to-morrow 
One who will delight thee : 
'Tis the fair, whose smile 
BeaiQs with sweetest pleasure, 
And whose hand awakes 



Form of Beauty ! hind 
Pleasure's wreath of roses 
Bound this brow of mine, 
Where every joy reposes : 
Yes, my heart can bound 
To mirth's enlivening measnre, 
When the lyre is tuned, 
And smiles the cup of Pleasure- 
Fill the cup, &c. 

Drive dull care away, — 

Why should gloom depress thee ? 

Life may frown to-day, 

But joy will soon caress thee. 

While thffl'e 's time, my friend, 

Drink the cup <rf Pleasure, 

And awake the lyre 

To its wildest measure. 

Fill the cup for me, 
Fili the cup of Pleasure, 
Wake the fairy lyre 
To its wildest m - - 
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THE SEEl'lNADi:. 

SoFTLy the moonlight 

Is shed on the lake, 

Cool is the snimner night, — 

"Wake I awake ! 

FainiJy the curfew 

le heard Irom afar, 

List ye! Olist! 

To the lively guitar. 

Trees cast a mellow shade 
Over the vale, 
Sweetly the serenade 
Breathes in the gale, 
Softly and tenderly 
Over the lake, 
Gayly and eheerily, — 
Wake ! O awake 1 

See the light pinnace 
Draws nigh 1k> the shore, 
SwiMy it glides 
At the heave of the oar, 
Cheerily plays 
On ite buoyant car. 
Nearer and nearer. 
The lively gtatar. . 

Kbw the wind rises - 
And rutBes the pine, 
mpples foam-crested 
Like diamonds shine. 
They flash, where the waters 
The white pebbles lave. 
In the wake of the moon, 
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Bounding from billow 
To billow, the boat 
Like a, wild swan is seen 
On the waters to float ; 
And the light dripping oai 
Bear it smoothly along 

Of the gondolier's song. 

And high on the st«rn 
Stands the young and the 
As love-led he eroaaes 
The star-spangled wave, 
And blends with the mum 
Of wat«r and erove 
He tones of the night, 
That are sacred to love. 

His gold-hilted sword 

At Jus bright belt is hung. 

His mantle of silk 

On bis shoulder is flung. 

And high waves the feather, 

That dances and plays 

On his cap where the buckle 

And rosary blaae. 

The maid from her lattice 
Looks down on the lake, 
To see the foMn sparkle, 
The bright bilbw break. 
And to hear in his boat, 
Wliere he shines like a star. 
Her lover so tenderly 
Touch his guitar. 

She opens her lattice. 
And sits in the glow 
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TO THE H0U8T0SIA CEEULEA. 

Of the moonlight and starlight, 
A statue of snow ; 
And she sings in a, voice 
That is broken with sighs. 
And she darts on her lover 
The light of her eyes. 



How wild in that sunny clime 

Hearts and e^j'ea roll. 

She waves with her white hand 

Her white fazzolet, 

And her bumin? thoughts fletsh 

From her eyes' living jet. 

The moonlight b hid 
In a vapor of snow ; 
Her voice and his rebeck 
Alternately flow ; 
Re-echoed they swell 
From the rock on the hill; 
They sing their farewell, 
And the music is still. 



TO THE HOUSTOSIA CEEULEA.* 

How often, modest flower, 
I mark thy tender blossoms, where they spread 
Along the turty slor ' ' ' ' '' ' ' 

Hung heavy with tl 

* A TMT delicate and humble flf 
b>% e^ly ID spring, aad ofren cove 

phcc are repeated, aud perurLpB it 



a HOUSTONIA CESULBiA. 



Thou comest in tie dawn 

Of nature's promise, when the sod of May 



'T is but a few brief days, 
I saw the green hill in its fold of snow ; 
But now thy slender stems arise, aud blow 
III April's fitful rays. 

I love thee, delicate 

And humble as thou art : thy dress of whit«. 
And blue, and all the tints where these unite. 
Or wrapped in spiral plait. 

Or to the glancing sun. 

Shining through checkered cloud, and dewy shower, 
Unfolding thy f^r cross. Yes, tender flower. 
Thy blended colors run, 

And meet in harmony, 

ComraingUng, like the rsunbow tints ; thy urn 

Of yellow rises with a graceful turn, 

And as a goldea eye 

Its soillj' swelling throat 
Shines in the centre of thy circle, where 
Thy downy stigma rises slim and fair, 
And catches as they float, 

A cloud of living air. 

The atom seeds of fertilizing dust. 

That hover, as thy lurking anthers burst ; 

And oh ! how purely there 

Tliy snowy circle, rayed 

With crosslets, bends i(B pearly whiteness round, 
And how thy spreading lips are trimly bound. 
With such a mellow shade 



102 ON FINDING THE ANEMONE HBPATICA. 

As in the vaulted blue 
Deepens at starry midniglit, or grows pale 
When mantled in the fuU-moon'a silver veil, 
That calm, ethereal hue. 

I love thee, modest flower ! 
And I do find it happiness to tread, 
With careful step, along thy stndded bed, 
At morning's freshest hour. 

Or when the day declines. 
And evening comes with dewy footsteps on, 
And, now his golden hall of slumber won, 
The setting sun resigns 

TTis empire of the sky. 

And the cool breeze awakes her fluttering tnun. 
I walk through thy parterres, and not in vain, 
For to my downward eye, 

Sweet flower I thou tell'st how hearts 
As pure and tender as thy leaf, as low 
And humble as thy stem, will surely know 
The joy that peace iroparts. 



ON FINDING TIIE AKEMOHE IIEPATICA, 

THE BAEtlEST FLOWEIt OF SPBING. 

Beside a fading banlt of snow 
A lovely Anemone blew. 
Unfolding to the sun's bright glow 
Its leaves of heaven's serenest hue; 

The snowjr stamens gemmed them o'er, 
The pleasmg contrast caught my eye, 
As on the ocean's sandy shore 
The purple shells and corals lie. {■■,.,.,11 - 



A TULIP BLOSSOMED. 

I saw the flower, — what tumults rosQ 
Within my heart, what ecstasy I 
The captive soul no hrighter glows, 
When hailing life and Uberty. 

'T is Spring, I cried, pale Winter 's fled, 
The earliest wreath of flowers is blown ; 
The blosaoma withered long and dead 
Will soon proclaim then- tyrant flown. 

How smiles the sun in yonder sky, 
How pure the vault of ether swells. 
How sweet to hear on mountain high 
The tJnkle of the shepherd-bells ! 

The meadows don their green array. 
The streams in purer currents flow ; 
On sunny fcnolla the lambkiiis play. 
And sport amid the vales below. 

The humble Anemone blows, 
The blue-bird now is on the wing; 
How soon wiU breathe the blushing rose, 
How soon win all around be spring I 



A TULIP blossomed, one moriung in May, 

By the side of a sanded alley ; 

Its leaves were dressed in a rich array. 

Like the clouds at the earliest dawn of day, 

When the mist rolls over the valley : 

The dew had descended the night oefore, 

And lay in its velvet bosom, 

And its spreading urn was flowing o'er. 

And the crystal heightened the tints it bore 

On its yellow and crimson blossom. 
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104 A TULIP BLOSSOMED. 

A sweet red-rose, on its bending thorn, 

Its bud was, newly spreading. 

And tlie flowing effulgence of early morn 

Its beams on its breast was shedding ; 

The petals were heavy with. dripping tears, 

That twinkled in pearly brightness, 

And the thrush in its covert thrilled my ears 

With a varied song of lightness. 

A lily, in mantle of purest snow. 

Hung over a silent fountain, 

And the wave, in its calm and quiet flow, 

Displayed its silfcen leaves below, 

Like the drift on the windy mountain ; 

It bowed with the moisture the night had wept. 

When the stars shone over the billow. 

And white-winged spirits their vigils kept, 

Where beauty and innocence sweetly slept 

On its pure and thomlesa pillow. 

A hyacinth lifted ifa purple bell 

From the slender leav^ aroiind it; 

It curved its cup in a flowing swell. 

And a starry circle crowned it ; 

The deep-blue cincture that robed it seetned 

The gloomiest garb of sorrow, 

As if on its eye no brightness beamed. 

And it never in clearer momenta dreamed 

Of a fair and a calm to-morittw. 

A daisy peeped from the tufted sod, 

In its bashftii modesty drogting; 

Where often the morn, as I lightly trod, 

In bounding youth, the fallow clod. 

Had over it seen me stooping ; 

It looked in my face witb a dewy eye 

From its ring of ruby lashes. 

And it seemed that a brighter was lurking by, 

The firea of whose ebony lustre fly 

lake aummer'a dazzling flashes. Cniiolr 



A LAKE ONCE lAT. 105 

And the wind, with a soft and silent iving, 

Brushed over this wild of flowers, 

And it wakened the birds, who began to sing 

Their hymn to the season of love and spring, 

In the shade of the bending bowers ; 

And it culled their ftill neetareous store, 

Li its lightly fluttering motion, 

As when from Hybla's murmuring shore 

The evening breeze from her thyme-beds bore 

Their s' 



A LAKE once lay, where the thunder-elouds sail, 

On the lofty mountain's brea^ 

Whose ripple, when raised by the rustling gale. 

Was so gentle, it seemed at rest ; 

The pine waved roimd, and the dark cliff fi-owned. 

Their shadow was gloomy as night ; 

But when the sun flione, on his noonday throne, 

The lake seemed a mirrm' of light. 

There the red-finned trout like a flash darted by, 

And the pickerel moved like the glance of an eye. 



When the wind b 

IVbea the ni 

And the rainbow ^one on the scarce seen epray, 

Ko lovelier place could be found : 

O, this scene was as dear to mine eve and mine ear, 

As the glance and the song of my love. 

And the lake was as bright, and as pure to the sight, 

As the bosom of angels above ; 

The surface flashed with a golden glow. 

And a fljrest of verdure seemed waving below. 
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The year rolled away, and I saw it no moro 
Till the spring bloomed sweetly again, 
1511 the birch firat unfolded its leaves on the 
And llie rolan first warbled ila EtraJn ; 
But no lake smiled there, with ita bosom feir, 
T was a dell all with bushes o'ergrown. 
From my dream of deUght, like a deeper at i 
I awoke and I found me alone. 
Through the vale it had burst with the 

And left but a path of destruction behind. 

The leaves were all dead on the wave-loving willow, 

It whispered no more in the wind ; 

No moonbeam slept on the water's soft pillow, 

Or smiled hke the tranquiUized mind ; 

The flower-bust there was the fox's bur, 

And the whippoorwill sung all alone. 

Where the moonbeams p^e, glancing through the 

Just gleamed on the moss^gray stone. 
Where the twmt once darted, the adder crept, 
' And the rattlesnake coiled where the N^ad wept. 

By the moon's chill light, the white pebble shone 

On the beach, where the wave once rolled, 

And the lustre gleamed on the water-worn stone, 

But told to the eye it was edd : 

Mo rippling wave that beach shall lave, 

Mo white fiiam shall toss on that shore. 

And the billow's flash, and its scarce heard dash, 

Shall be known in that valley no more. 

For the wave, shall be heard the serpent's breath. 

For the dash of the billow, the hisa c3" death. 

Where the foam once sparkled , the ced ai^bush waved, 
And the reed rustled sweet in the gale ; 
And the rock that the water so silently laved 
Was bid by the gray lichen's veil ; 



THE UBBMAID. 107 

There the dark fern flings on the night-wind's wings 
Its Leaves like the dancing feather, 
And the whippoovwiU's note seemed gently to float 
Fi-om the deep purple bloom of the heather. 
Where the surface glittered, the weed grew wild, 
And the flower blossomed aweet, where the wave 
once smiled. 

So when life first dawns on the infant soul, 

'T is as pure as the lake's clear wave ; 

Not a passion is there but can brook control, 

Not a thoi^ht that is pleasure's slave ; 

But youth comes on, and this purity 'b gone, 

Fair innocence smiles there n 



And cold is the guest, that lives in that breast. 

As the stone on this desolate shore ; 

A poison floats in lis balmiest breath, 

And where the flower smiles is the serpent of death. 



TltE MEKMAID. 



The waning moon looked cold and pale, 
Just nana o'er the eastern wave, 
And faindy moaned the evening gale. 
That swept along the gloomy cave : 
The waves that wildly rose and fell, 
On all the rocks the white foam flung. 
And like the distant ftmeral knell. 
Within hor grot the Mermaid sung. 



It was a strain of witchery 
80 sweet, yet mournful to my ear, 
It lit the smile, it waked the agh, 
Then started pi^'SJiearly tear; 
Tliere was a ruffle in my breaat. 
It was not joy, it was not pain, 
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THE MERMAID. 



IS yonder billow's crest, 
I'er the heaving main. 



Along the wave the moon's cold light 
With tvembiing radiance feebly shone ; 
A Inatre neither famt nor bright 
Sparkled on yonder watery stone: 
5liere, seated on her sea-heat throne, 
The Mermaid eyed the dashing wave, 
Then waked her wild harp's melting tone, 
And breathed the music of the grave. 



S 



Her silken tresses, all unbound. 
Played loosely on the evening gale ; 
She oast a mournful look around. 
Then sweetly woke her wild harp's wail ; 
And, as her marble fingers flew 
Along the chords, such mufiic flowed. 
Her cheek assumed a varied hne, 
"Where grief grew pale, where pleasure gh 



The sound rose sweetly on the wind, 
It was a strain of melancholy, — 
It soothed each tumult of the mind. 
And hushed the wildest laugh of folly. 
It flowed so softly o'er the mam, 
And spread so calmly, widely 'round; 
The au" seemed living with the strain. 
And every zephyr breathed the sound. 



The seal, that sported on the sliore, 
His gambols ceased, and pricked his ei 



He heeded not the billow's n 
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THE HOUSE OF MY BIRTH. I' 

As through the aiirf the dolphins flew, 
They atopj)ed and played araund hec throae ; 
It seemed, Avion woke anew 
His harp to some celestial tone. 

VII. 

With what a thrillins ecstasy 

I heard the music ofliev lyre ; 

The very anil of melody 

Seemed warbling on the tremhling Tfire; 

0, never o'er her infant dear 

The mother half so fondly hung, 

As when I bent my soul to hear 

Those heavenly strains the Mernwd sung. 



VIEWING, ONE aUMMEa K 
OP MY BIRTH IN A STATE OF DESERTION. 

The crescent moon with pallid light 
Was Mlvering o'er the brow of night; 
With downy wing the summer breeze 
Sported amid the rustling trees. 
Waving the leaves that lightly flew, 
And kisang oiF the niwht-lallen dew. 
Along the gently winding vale. 
Its Burfiioe ruffled by the gale, 
The softly flowing nvulet stj'ayed, 
While o'er its wave the moonbeam played. 
Smiling, as calmly stealing by, 
Like teara of joy m beauty's eye. 



llapt in kindling thought, I roved ; 

Not a zephyr shook the spray. 

To brush the trembling gems away ; 

Not a warble met my ear, 

All was alent far and near, , ^ OooqIc 



Still as cypress boughs, dat wave 
Slowly o'er the lonely grave, 
And weave tiieir deep, impreaaive gloom,— 
Fit emlilem of tlie dreary tomb. 

Down a glen, where, half unseen, 
Banked with turf of deepest green, 
Flowed a winding rill along, 
Tinkling like the milkmaid's aong ; 
Where the moon's reflected ray . 
Smiling on the surface lay, 
Seeming to sleep in soft repose, 
Lilce morning dew-drops on the rose ; 
Where the evening splendors fiide 
In the maple's quiet shade ; 
Lonely, desolate appears, 
Pale as in the vale of years, 
The mansion where my infant eye 
First saw the rocks, the woods, the ^y. 
O, it was a lovely sight, 
Though obscured by shades of nigbt; 
And though the ivy-mantled w^ 
At intervals was heard to fall, 
Breaking with faintly rattling sound 
The quiet hush that reigned MOund. 

Through the walks, where privets blew 
And purple lilacs wildly grew, 
'Mid entanghng weeds and briers. 
And the ryegrass' waving spires, 
"Neath the peai^tree, where, as Spring 
Bade her untaught mnac ring, 
Purest blooms ot snowy white 
Charmed the fond-reposing sight, 
And gales of incense whispered by 
Gentle as the lover's s^h, — 
1 wandered slow, and fondly viewed 
This scene in evening tears bedewed, 
And felt around my heart the throe 
Of tender grief and melting woCf, . 



THE HOUSB OF MT BIRTH. HI 

To SCO a spot so sweet, so dear, 
Now laid on deBolation's bier, 
And view a scene of loveliness 
In ruin's wildest, roughest dress. 

"Witli trembling hand I oped the door, 

And wanderea o'er the mouldering floor; 

Along the sh>wiy crumbling wall, 

Where wintry fires were wont to fell 

And smile with beams of ruddy light, 

Chasing away the gloom of night, 

Naught waa seen but shadows drear, 

And sights that filled my soul with fear : 

Darkened by trickling autumn raina, 

That left their wild, fentastic et^ns, 

Seeming, as stars with feeble ray 

EefleetSi o'er the ceiling play. 

Spirits that swiftly flutter by, 

And glance like visions on my eye. 

And mere the slowly creeping snail 

Drew o'er the wall its slimy veil; 

Its silken web the spider wove 

To trap the flies that idly rove ; 

While, slnmhering through the summer's day, 

The bat in some fone comer lay, 

Till, started by my solemn tread. 

He flapped his wings around my head. 

And, darting through the broken pane, 

Sailed on the evenmg breeze again. 

The moonbeam shone abng the room. 
Like starlight glistening on a tomb ; 
The clock was stiJI, — its sweet-toned bell 
No longer rung Tune's funeral knell. 

How swift the moments flew away. 

Ail was lonely, all was still. 

The thrush was silent on the hill. 

The sheep-bell's shrillj' tinkling note 

Was heard no longer m the cote, GooqIc 



2 THE HOUSE OF MY BIRTH. 

Ko brcathinjj son! the alence broke, 

No flageolet its sweetness woke, 

!No voice was singing in the vale, 

Ko echo floated on the gale ; 

'T was hushed, but when with droning eound 

The slow-winged heetle hununed around. 

Eeating on a broken chair, 
Eelic cf tlie ruin there, 
By the window I reclined 
And listened to the moaning wind. 
That whispered through the broken pane. 
Mournful as the funeral strMn. 
O'er my head the woodbine blew, 
AU its flowers were wet with dew, 
And sweeter fragrance flowed around, 
Than ever charmed enchanted ground ; 
So sweet the soent, that Eden's gale 
Seemed breathing through the desert vale. 
Ivy hung its tendrib there. 
And trembled in the dewy air. 
Twisting around the shattered frame, 
"Where still a rudely eculptured name 
Half bid in lichens caught my eye, 
And told me of the years gone by. 

Beneath my eye, and in the shade 

An aged elm, low bending, made, 

A modest rose-hush reared its head, 

And far around its sweetness shed. 

Two damask flowers, with leaflets pale, 

Were lightly trembling on the gale, 

And, as the moonbeam o'er them shone, 

Seemed like two mourners left alone 

Amid tliose scenes, where gay delight, 

Frolic ever dancing Ught, 

Woke their shouts of rapture wild, 

And cheerfulnes serenely smiled. 

Ail, — all were gone. Like insects gay. 

That sport them in the aununer '"BffiQ,.,,! - 



Toung Happiness, so sweetly blown, 
Withnuri^in^ wing away had flown, 
Vanished in night the viaon. fair, 
And left these two to wither there. 

Soon I glanced my roving eye 

On a sprig of rosemary ; 

Hid in grass that rankly grew. 

There the humble floweret blew, 

Bashftil 'neath the rose's shade 

AH its modest hues displayed ; 

As the maiden sweet as May, 

"With her eye of heavenly ray, 

Shrinking from the world's rude storm, 

Hides in shades obscure her fonn. 

On its lip of paly blue. 



Glancing farther o'er tlie scene. 
Gay with flowers and soft with green ; 
But now beneath the moon's pale light 
All seemed one color to the sight. 
Such the mellow fading tint, 
"When the ia^s their footsteps print, 
Where the tiny billows break 
On Ihe gently heaving lake : 
T wiis not ebon, 't was not green. 
Mingled hues that melt between ; 
As when beside the taper's ray 
The mMden weepa the hours away, 
And seen at distance faintly glows, 
Her grief-worn cheek's decaying rose, 
nil every soft and winning charm 
Dissolves into a sylphid form. 
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O'er tlie slowly windrng flood, 
"Mid the shadows of the wood, 
And in the meadoiv Bpread hefore 
The ruined mansion's Droken door, 
I saw in gently veering flight 
The insect ligntsine ot the night, 
Shining with a feehle ray, 
As it slowly sailed away, 
Or twinkling with a sudden spark, 
Spangling the scenery wild and dark. 
So the meteor light of fame 
Glows with such a £ckle flame, 
So all happiness below 
Ts an insect^ transient gbw : 
For a time it sweetly smiles, 
Ih«ssed in fancy's dearest wiles; 
Mirth amid his rosy bowers 
Langhs away (lie gliding hours, 
The moments d a short-lived day 
That steals like air unseen away ; 
Love ent«ineB his silken chain. 
And breathes his soft, enchanting strain ; 
Joy awakes his twisted shell 
To the notes that please him well ; 
Hope's gay coIots richly blend. 
And tell ot sports that never^end ; 
While jovial Pleasure's gdden dawn 
Sparkte awhile, and alfjs gone- 
Farther still I turned my eyes. 
Where the waving forests rise. 
Where the hills with easy swell. 
Easing from the lowly dell. 
Smile beneath the pallid ray. 
Till they fade in mist away. 
Upward to the sky I turned, 
"Where the stars serenely burned, 
And around the lonely pole 
Saw the Bear its lustre roll. 
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There amid tie lofty blue, 
Veiled io i"obe of silver hue, 
Luna showed her crescent pale, 
And trembled through her misty veil : 
KoOTid her orb the halo shone 
Lovely as the milky zone. 
When, in winter's cloudless night, 
It fjireads o'er heaven its belt of light. 
" Silvery planet I kindly ahed 
On thy humble votary's head 
Thy serenest rays, and shine 
On my brow with beam divi' 



imyo 

sthe; 
Through the boughs tlat slowly Ti 
Smile serenely on my grave, 

" Never will thy pallid ray 

O'er such lovely waters play, 

Never shine on fairer bowers 

Through the evening's quiet hours, 

Nor shed thy flood of spotless light 

On scenes more beauteous or more bright." 

Land of my nativity ! 

How thou charm'st tlie wearied eye 1 

O, thou hast a genial balm, 

That can the saddest bosom calm ! 

Smiling in tiie dewy dawn. 

When the songsters o'er the lawn 

Open their mellifluous throats 

And warble their enchanting notes. 

Glowing when the noon-tide beam 

Gilds the flowery bordered stream, 

And charming at the close of day, 

When the twHight fades away. C -, ^ ,1 -. 
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lis THE PARTING OF WILLIAM ASD MARl 

Mountains swelling to tho sty. 
Forests frowning on the eye, 
Waying woodlands, meadows gay, 
Streamleta wliere the minnows play, 
Winding yallej's, swelling hills, 
Cr^tal fountains, tinkling rills, 
Smile in morning's rosy light. 
And melt amid Uie shades of niglit. 
Such thy scenes, for eyer dear, 
Whether ftr away or near ; 
Whether smiling on the eye. 
Or in the hues of memory. 
When I leaye this desert vale. 
Thou wilt ever hid me w^l. 
Always wake the parting sigh. 
And draw the tear-drop from my cyo. 



THE PABTING OF WILLIAM AM> MART. 

" We part, perhaps to meet no more ; 
To distant lands from thee 1 go ; 
Far, far beyond the ocean's roar, 
For thee my tears will ever flow : 

" An exile from my native land, 
I long must plough the rising main : 
AlasT no Mary's gentle hand 
Shall soothe my bosom's inward pain. 

" Thou weep'st, my love: — how dear those tears. 
What treasures 1* thy William's heart I 
They hanish all his anxious fears, — 
They blunt the point of sorrow's dart, — 

" They tell me Maiy loves me still. 

And grieves to bid her last adieu ; 

O, guard her. Heaven, from every ill. 

And keep her to her William true '"("■-,-., I -. 



" And viTlt thou, Waiiam, think no more, 
When far beyond the rf^img nwa, 
How Mary lingers on this shore. 
And strmns to catch thy sail in vain ? 

" O William ! let thy wishes rise 
And send them o'er the wave to me ; 
The Power that rules in yonder skies 
Will hear the vows of constancy." 

" Yes, I will think when far away. 
How thou art weeping on this shore ; 
Dark be the hour, and cursed tbe day. 
When I shall muse on thee no more. 

" But hark 1 the signal 1 we must part : — 
While life remains, let us be true ; 
Yes, though I feel a bursting heart, 
I now must bid my last adieu." 

Her drooping head his Mary laid 
Upon the youth she loved so well : 
He gently kissed the sinking maid, 
Ana breathed upon her lips fareivell; 

Then (ore him from her fond embrace, 
And dashed the tear-drops from his eye ; 
Just gazed upon her an^-face, 
Then turned and marked the streamers fly. 

He shouted, as he leaped on board, 

To hide his bosom's inward pain ; 

The sails were set, ^- the loud winds roared, - 

The ship ploughed tbaniiug to the main. 



hj,vjl., Google 



" VANITY OF VANITIES, ALL IS VAMITY." 

On E^^o'fl clasMc shore I stood, 

And looked across the wave below, 

And satr tlie sea, a gl^sy Aood, 

In all the hues of morning glow ; * 

Groves waved aloft on sunward hills. 

Their leaves were green and tipped with gold. 

And all the dazzling pomp that fills 

The sunset skies was round them rolled ; 

Arches on arches, proudlv piled. 

Seemed towering to tlie deep-bine sky, 

And TuinB lay deserted, wild. 

And torrents foamed and thundered by ; 

And fiowery meadows soft and green 

In living emerald met the light. 

And o'er their dewy tuif were seen, 

In countless gems, the drops of night; 

And gardens, full of freshest flowers, 

Unfufled the pictured veil of Spring, 

And round the gay and perfumed bowers 

Sweet-warblingliirds were on the wing ; 

And many a tSl and stately spire 

EoBO to the clouds, that loosely curled. 

And, kindled each ivith solar fire. 

Seemed bein^ of a brighter world ; 

And mountams reared their giant head. 

And Med high their peak ofsnow, 

And o'er its wide, majestic bed 

The ocean seemed to ebb and flow ; 

And all the wonders of the skies 

And earth and aea were thrown around, 

And ail were stained in deepest dyes. 

And vast as Being's utmost bound; 

And on the magic scene I gazed. 

And as behind the hills arose 
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The golden sun, awhile it blazed 
In bnghWv tints, and then it closed, 
And all the changing pageant passed, 
In faiut and fainter hues, away, 
Until a fender gtee,n, at last. 
Glassed o'er the still and waveleaa bay, 
And Eeggio's towers, Messina's wall. 
The hills, the woods, the frequent sail 
That trembled on the stream, were all 
The reliea of the fairy t^e. 

'T was evening, and the sun went down, 
Deep crimsoned in the frowning sky. 
Ana Hight, in robe of dusty brown, 
Hung out her lurid veil on high ; 
A mist crept o'er the lonely wild, 
That heaved, a sandy ocean, round. 
And loosely lay, in billows piled. 
To the horizon's ferthest bound ; 
The sun, as if involved in blood. 
Shone through the fog with direful beam, 
And from behind the hills a flood 
Of liquid purple poured its stream, 
And o'er the dusty desert flowed. 
Until, as kindled by the rays. 
The heated ^Iwn mtensely glowed, 
Liike 9ome wide forest in a Maze ; 
And ridiujg o'er the distant waste 
The burning sand-spout stalked along. 
And as the horrid phantom passed. 
The driver keener plied his thong. 
And shrieked, as on the Simoom roared, 
As if the gathered fiends of hell, 
Around in vengeful armies poured. 
Had rung the world's decisive knell; 
But far away a bright Oase * 
Shone sweetly in the eastern sky. 



• Ibe Ulnigi: oC the Desccl. 
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Ab fair aa in the ma^ic glass 
Groves, lawns, and hills, and waters lie ; 
A lake in mirrored brightness lay, 
Spread like an overflowing Nile, 



The sunset tinged the surface o'er, 

And here it lay lo sheeted gold, 

And there the ruffled stream, before 

The evening breeze, ia emerald rolled; 

And mwiy a white and platted sail 

Dropped softly down the silent tide, 

Or as the rising winds previu!. 

Careening low was seen to ^lide ; 

And there the fisher plied his oar. 

And spread his net, and bung his pole, 

And drove with palm houghs to the shore, 

In crowds, the gayly gUttering shoal ; 

And birds ■were ever on the wing, 

Or lightly plashing in the flood. 

And, gorgeous aa an Eastern king. 

In stately pomp the flammant stood ; 

And herds of lowing buffaloes, 

And light gazelles, came down to drink, 

And there the river-horse arose, 

And stalked a giant to the brink ; 

And shepherds drove their pastured flocks 

To taste the eool, refreahsn" wave. 

And on the heathy-mantled rocks 

The goats their tender bleirting gave : 

And o'er the green and tiee-elad plmn. 

In coals of crimson, gold, and blue. 

The small birds trilled their mellow strain. 

And revelled in the falling dew ; 

And there the palm its pillar heaves. 

And spreads its urabelled crown of flowers. 

And broad and pointed glossy leaves. 

Whose shade the idle camp embowers; 

And there the aged sit and tell 

Their tales, aa high the light Hmoka,curlSs 
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And eye the dance, around tlie well, 
. Of fiery youths and black-eyed girls. 
Or where in many a leap and curve 
They keenly rush m^jund the ring. 
And nith an aim that cannot swerve, 
In ei^er sti'ife, the jerreed fling; 
And uiere beside the bubbling fount 
The date its welcome shadow threw. 
And many a child w.is seen to mount, 
And pluck the fruit that on it grew ; 
And with its broad and pendent boughs, 
The thickly tufted sycamore, 
The image of profound repose. 
Waved silently along the shore ; 
And mangroves bent their limbs to taste 
The wave, that calmly floated by, 
And showed beneath, ^ purely glassed, 
A softer image of the sky ; 
And groves of myrtle sweetly blew, 
And hung their boughs with spikes of snow, 
And beds of flowering cassia threw 
A splendor like the morning dow ; 
And o'er the wild, that stretched away 
To meet the sands, now steeped with rain. 
The lilies, in their proud array, 
With pictured brightness gemmed the plain 
And roses, damask, white, and red, 
Stood breathin" pei'fimie on the rocks. 
And there the dry acacia spread 
Its deep, unfading yellow locks; 
And gardens brighter bloomed the while 
Around the alvei^tiled kiosk. 
And brighter shone with sacred smile 
The gilded orescent on the mosq^ue ; 
And over all calm evening drew 
A tender, softly dimming veil. 
And mellowed down eaci> gayer hue 
To tints that seemed divinely pale ; 
It was a lovely resting-piace. 
The traveller's home, the pitrim's welL-. . 
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Where lie might sit at ease and trace 

His wanderings, and his dangers tell ; 

It rose at once upon their si^t, 

Like Paradise from Heaven descending, 

And there, with keen and eager light. 

Each look, in panling hope, was bending; 

An island on the pat&less waste, 

It caught tlie weary camel's eye. 

And on he flew in wildest haste, 

As if to drink the wave, and die ; 

And there the fainting Bedouin gazed, 

As if the cup of life were given, 

And then with thankful look he raised 

His withered hands in prayer to Heaven ; 

And as he hnrried on his road 

O'er burning sand, and flinty rock, 

Beibre Ms eye the phantom flowed, 

A flattering, but delusive mock ; 

Its brightest tints grew wan and pale, 

Its iairer features faded dim. 

Till in a dai'k and lonely vate 

A mist alone was seen to swun ; 

And as the tear in aneuish stole. 

The last and faintest beam of day 

Fled, and the dream was seen to roll 



And rolled the dusty biUow by, 
But still no welcome rsjn nor dew 
Came down to soothe their misery ; 
Parched, burnt, in agony they tread 
The waste, in hopeless longing, o'er, 
A flrowning sky above their head, 
A shoreless sea of sand before. 

Andli 



IS the passing gale. 
Or drops of dew that melt m flowers; 
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And life is but a fleeting dream, 

A shadow of a pictured sky. 

The airy phantom of a, stream, 

That flattering smiles, and hurries by; 

The mista that hover o'er the deep,* 

And seem the stonn-heat sailor's home, 

And, still rplJring, always keep 

Their stalion on the farthest loara; 

Till imaged out, his woods and hills, 

His father's cot, the village spire, 

And all his heated t&aey wills, 

And all his eager hopes de^re. 

The whit* chalk coast that fronts the billow. 

The boat that trimly acuds below. 

The brook that glides beneath the willow, 

"With lollinfl; chime and quiet flow; 

Till all he Eves, and all he longs 

To meet and fold his arms around. 

Come crowding in allming throngs, 

And every charm of home is found; 

And round the ship the meadow lies, 

That filled his hand with flowers in May, 

And as the billows onward rise. 

They spread and blossom green and gay; 

But if ne stoop to pluek tlie grass. 

That waves in froho mimicry. 

Away the darling phantoms pass. 

And leave alone the bitter sea: 

And life is but a painted bow, . 

That crowns om- days to come with smiles. 

The mingled tints of Heaven, that throw 



And glittering pageant, all is o'er, 
And all ila bright and rich array 
Can draw us fondly on no more ; 
'T is like the moon who shines so clear 
Above the mountains and the groves. 



• Ttie Uirage of Ibe Ocec 
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And seems to float along so near 

Tlie boy, lie grasps the moon he loves, 

And dreams it is some sweet, bright face, 

Who smiles in such a pleasant sky, 

And he would think it heaven to pass 

His still, soft nights that maiden by ; 

He sits upon the grassy bank, 

And rests his face upon his hand. 

And looks intent, as if he drank 

The light that silvers sea and land ; 

And though she snules so sweetly on 

Her fond and loving shepheixl boy, 

The same bright face is ever won 

By those who make the ni«ht their joy. 

O, life and all its charms decay I 

Alluring, cheating, on they go ; 

The Btpeam ftir ever steals away 

In one irrevocable flow ; 

ItB dearest charms, the charms of love, 

Are fairest in their bud, and die 

Whene'er their tender bloom we move ; 

We touch the leaves, they withered lie. 

At distance all how gay, how sweet, 

A very land of fairy bliaaes. 

Where smiles, and tears, and soft words meet. 

And willing lips unite in kisses; 

But when we touch the magic shore, 

The glow is gone, tlie charm is fled ; 

We find the dearest hues it wore 

Are but the %ht around the dead. 

And cold the hymeneal chain 

That binds their cheated hearts in one, 

And on, with many a step of pain. 

Their weary race is sadly run ; 

And still, as on they plod their way. 

They find, as life's gay dreams dej^, 

To close their beings toilsome day. 

Naught left them but a broken heart. 
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THE FAIREST ROSE IS TAR AWA'. 

The mora is blinking o'er the liills 
With softened light and colors gay ; 
Through grove and valley sweetly trills 
The melody of early day ; 
The dewy roses blooming fair 
Glitter around her father's ha', 
But still my Mary is not there, — 
The fairest rose is far awa'. 

The eooling zephyrs gently blow 
Along the aew-bespaiigled mead, — 
In every field the owsen low, — 
The careless shepherd tunes his reed; 
And while the roses blo^om iair. 
My lute with softly dying fa' 
Laments iJiat Mary is not there, — 
The fairest rose is far awa'. 

The thrush is singing on the hills, 
And charms the groves that wave around. 
And through the vale the winding rills 
Awake a softly murmuring sound; 
The robin tunes his mellow throat 
AVhere glittering roses sweetly blaw. 
But giieves that Mary hears him not, — 
The Kiirest rose is iax awa'. 

Why breathe thy melody in vdn. 
Thou lovely songster of the mom ? 
Whj' pour thy ever-vavying strain 
Amid the sprays of yonder thorn ? 
Do not the roses blooming fair. 
At morning's dawn or evenings fa', 
Tell thee of one that is not there, — 
The feirest rose that 'a far awa' V 
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THE FLOWEK OF THE VALLEY. 

SwEExflowerofthevdley, whydroop'st thou Eo low? 

Alt ! why is thy beauty ^1 faded and gone ? 

Ah! who could destroy thee, — who wield the Bad 

Who riilo ihy charma in their earliest dawn ? 

So gay was the morning that rose as you blew, 
So fragrant the zephyrs that fluttered around, 
So soft didst thou smile through tiy mantle of dew, 
No lovelier _/?i)uier in the valley was found. 

But see, on the turf all thy beauties are Iidd, 
Thy leaves, they are scattered, thy sweetness is gone : 
Thy colors — onee gay as the rainbow — now fede 
As fast as the hues that enliven the dawn. 

Sweet flower I once the sweetest that bloomed i» the 

Sweet flower I we will weep, for thy beauties are 

fled,™ 
For those charms that are gone we will pour the sad 

And chant o'er thy ruins the dirge of the dead. 



OF MONTBTIDEO, KEAR 

The soft dews of twilight are steeping the plain, 
And gemming the boughs of the willow ; 
The eve-Btar is lighting its twinkle again, 
Qlo shine on the :mam of the billow. 
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OKCE, OJJ A CLOUDLESS 

The south breeze la brushing the breast of the lake, 
Tliat swells with a light heaving motion, 
And ita ripple is heard on the pebbles to bre£& 
Like the alumhering wave of the ocean. 

The gale on its piniona of gossamer flies 
Thraugh the boughs of tlie low bending willow, 
And sweeping the forest, it mournfully sighs 
O'er the turf cf my flowery pillow. 

It bears on ila wing, from the dark, lonely tower. 
O'er the mead, and the wave's " playful motion," 
The 801^5 of the m^d, who ai eve's balra^ hour 
Sings her sweet brealbing strain of devotion : 

Like the hymn of a seraph, it floats through the grove. 
And sighs o'er the slope of the mountain; 
How sweet, how enchanting, its warble of love ! 
How it lulls, like the glow of the fount^n I 

As I listen, I fancy the dew-dropping cloud 
That glows with a lovely " to-morrow," 
An angel conceals in its ebony shroud. 
Whose harp breathes her accent of sorrow. 



a cloudless summeiMlay, 

mantling vine I lay. 

When Cupid eame by chance that way, 



He laid the dart upon the bow. 
And drew the horn and sinew so. 
And SMd, "My friend, you soon will know, 
How keenly stings my arrow." 

His cheek was gay, his eye was bright. 

And shot a piercing, bitter light; i .. . . Goo^lc 



"le drew the nerve fkll tense and tiglit, 
And then let fly his arrow. 

The bow twanged sharp, and with a bound 
At once ila mark the weapon found j 
I tingled with the fiery wound 
Of that soal-kindling arrow. 

He flapped his wings, away he flew, 
And, turning backward, looked me through, 
And slyly laughed, as forth I drew 
The heart-enorimsoned arrow. 

I felt my blood like lava glow, 
I writhed, and twined, and wi-estled so, 
Ab madmen in their dying throe, — 
I broke and cursed the arrow. 



"Wlen early youth ia on the wing, 
To feel, and keenly feel, the sting 



Mt heart too firmly trusted, fondly gave 

Itself to all its tenderness a slave ; 

1 had no wish but thee, and only thee ; 

I saw no jw, no hope, beyond thy smile; 

I knew no happmess, but only while 

Tty love-lit eyea were kindly turned on me. 

I iodk. the tender image to my breast, 
I made it there a dear, a eheridied guest, 
I laid it on the pUlow of my soul ; 
I gave it all my feeling, and around 
The fond idea all my heart-string bound ; 
In that one point I blent my bang's whole. 

C.oosI 
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But thou hast gone, and left me here to bear 
ITie weight of Toneliness; thou thinkeat not, where 
Rright forma caress thee, of my bosom torn 
By thee so coldly ; hut I eannot rend 
Thy hnage from my heart, I cannot blend 
Hate with the love so long, so fondly borne. 

I feel my spirit felter, and my frame 

Trembling and fajnt with weakness, but the flame 

Of passion bmiis as brightly : — I will lay 

My forehead on my pillow, and resign 

My bosom to its torture, nor repine, 

And let the fire consume my life away. 



How beautiful is Hightl 
A smile is on her brow ; 
Her eyes of dewy light 
Look out, serenely bright, 
Upon the waves below : 
The waters, in their flow, 
Just murmur, and the aji 
Hath scarce a breath to show 
A spirit moving there ; 
The world is purely far , 
The winds are hushed and atJIl ; 
The moonlight on the hiU 
Is sleeping, and her ray 
Along the falling riU, 
In lightly dancing play, 
Soft winding, steals away : 
A cool and silent breath, 
From waterfalls and strefflns. 
Cornea o'er my ear, like dreams, 
Which, in the pictured death 
Of slumber, on the soul 
Delicious whispers roll ; 
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And lead, in mazy liglit, 
Before the spirit's e^-e, 
Sweet visions of delight, 
In trains of tieanty, by. 

, How fair and calm is Niglit! 
Amid the dewy bowers 
She guides the ^lent Hours, 
With fairy steps, along, 
And round the floating throng 
A cloudy vesture throws; 
And loosely on the air 
She spreads their raven hwe 
To every wind that blows; 
They seem to hover by. 
Between me and the sky, 
Each with a golden zone, 
A waving robe of snow, 
A veil, whose folds are thrown 



So to my fancy's view 
The sylphid people play 
Around the vaulted blue, 
And then they melt awaj^. 
And leave the sky all bright, 
With lamps of living light ; 
And as I tondly gaze. 
Where countless cressets blaze, 
I look to heaven and say, 
"How beautiful is Sight!" 



Often, when at night delaying, 
Where the winding river flows, 
On the silent waters playing 
How the star of beauty glows I 
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In. the clear wave brightly sparkling. 
Brightly aa the love-ht eye, 
Now f^cun its beams are darkling, 
Aa the clouds athwart it fly : 
With a soft and tender feeling 
When I whisper out my song, 
While the mellow brook is stealing 
Silently tlie sand along. 



e the budding Spring is ever 
Pranking out her wooing bowers. 
And the looks of beauty never 
Float without a crown of flowers, 
And her eye is ever straying 
Round and round with kindling beam 
Like her own bright planet playing 
Sweetly on the silent stream. 

Now the star is near the mountain 
Slowly setting in the west, 
Shining on a criming fountain, 
Or alielet'a ruffled breast; 



Kow a form is imaged round it, 

T is the form that I adore ; 

Every charm of earth has crowned it, 

Fairer, beauty never wore ; 

Oh ! how dear tJiat tender feeling. 

When the rays of beauty play, 

Where the mellow brook is stealing, 

Lighted by tlie moon, away. 
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SONG. 

0, FDiiE is the wind, 
As it blows o'er tlie mountain ; 
And clear is the waye, 
As it flows from the fountain ; 
And sweet ai-e tie flowers 
Jn the green meadow blooming; 
And gay are the bowers, 
"When the soft air perfuming. 
go, dearest, go 
To the heath, and the mountain, 
Where the blue violets blow 
On the brink of the fountain ; 
Where nothing but death 
Our affection can sever, 
And till life's latest breath 
Love shall bind us for ever. 

O, bright is the mom. 
When it bi-eats on the valley; 
And shrill is the horn, 
When the wild huntsmen sally ; 
And clear shines the dew, 
As the hounds hurry o'er it; 
And light blows the wind, 
As the sail flies before it. 
go, dearest, go, Sk- 

O, sofl is the mist, 
When it curls round the leland ; 
And dark is the cloud. 
As it hangs on the highland; 
And sweet ehimes the rill, 
O'er the white pebble flowing ; 
And C[uick glides the boat, 
O'er the smooth water rowing. 
go, dearest, go, & 
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THE LASD OF THE BLEST. 

0, fleet is tlie deer 
Through the blue heather epringing, 
And loud is the shout 
Through the wild valley lining ; 
And 6wl ia the flute, 
O'er the lake faintly aghing, 
When the wide air ia mute, 
And the night-wind is dying. 
O go, dearest, go, &c. 

O go, dearest, go 

To the heath and the moantEun; 

Where the heart shall be pure. 

As the clear-flowin? fountain ; 

Where the soul sliall be free, 

As the winds that blow o'er us, 

And the sunset of life 

Smile in beauty before ub. 
O, go, dearest, go 
To the heath, and the mountain, 
Where the blue violela blow 
On the brink of the fountain ; 
Where nothing but death 



THE LAND OF TEE BLEST. 

The sunaet is calm on the face of the deep. 
And bright is tte last look of day in the west. 
And broadly the beams of its parting glance sweep. 
Like the path that conducts to the land of the blest : 
All golden and green is the sea, as it flows 
In billows just heaving its fide to the shore ; 
And crimson and blue is the sky, ^ it glows 
With the colors which tell us that daylight is o'er. 
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its snow-'wreatlis 
below, 
And the flakes, gilt with sunbeams, the fl.owing tide 

Lite the gems that in gardens of sorcery grow : 
I sit on the rook, and I watch the light fade 
Still fainter and fainter away in the west. 
And I dream I can catch, through the mantie of 

shade, 
A glhnpse of the dim, distant land of the blest 

And I long for a home in that land of the soul. 
Where hearts always warm glow with Mendship 

and love, 
And days ever cloudless still cheerily roll. 
Like the ^ of eternity blazing above : 
There, with fiiendships unbroken, and loves ever 

Life flows on, one gay dream of pleaBure and rest ; 
And green is tie fresh turf, the sky purely blue. 
That mantle and arch o'er the land of the biest. 

The last line of light is now crossing the sea, 
And the first star is lighting its lamp in the sky; 
It seems that a sweet voice is caliinjr to me, 
Like a bird on that pathway of brightness to fly : 
" Far over the wave is a green sunny isle, 
Where the last cloud of evening now shines in the 

"Tis the island that Spring ever woos with her 

O, seek it, — die bright, happy land of the blest 1 " 
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O, NOW "B THG E 



My heart was a mirror, that showed every treasure 
Of beauty and iovelineas life can display; 
It reffected esich beautiful blossom, of pleasure. 
But turned fi-om the dark looks of hiprts away ; 
It was living and moving with loveliest creatures, 
111 smiles or in tears, as the soft spirit chose ; 
Now shining with brightest and ruddiest features, 
Now pale aa the snow of the dwarf mountain-rose. 

These vkions of sweetness for ever were playing, 
Like butterflies fanning the sljil summer air; 
Some sported a moment, some, never decaying, 
In deep hues of love are still lingering there : 
At times some feir spirit, descending from Heaven, 
Would shroud all the rest in the blaae of its light; 
Then wood nymphs and fays o'er the mirror were 

driven. 
Like tlie fire-swarms that kindle the darkness of 

night. 

But the winds and the storms broke the mirror, and 

severed 
Full many a beautiful angel in twain; 
And the tempest ri^ed on, till the fragments were 

shivered 
And scattered, like dust, as it rolls o'er the plain : 
One piece, which the storm, in its madness, neglected 
Away, on the wings of the whirlwind, to bear. 
One fragment was left, and that fragment reflected 
All the beauty that Makt threw carelessly there. 



O, NOW 's the hour, when air is sw« 
And birds are all in tune. 
To seek wilJi me the cool retreat. 
In bright and merry June ; 
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1S6 O, WILT THOU OO WITH ME, LOVE. 

When every rose-bush has a neat, 
And every thorn a flower, 
And every thing on e^tli is hlest. 
This sweet andlioly hour. 

come, my dear, -when evening flings 

Her veil of purple round, 

And zephyr, on his dewy wings. 

Sweeps o'er the flowery ^und ; 

When every bird of day is still. 

And stars are bright above, 

O come, my dear, and we will fill 

Our cup, and drink of love. 

We 11 fill it from the pure blue sky. 
And from the glowing west. 
And catch its spirit in thine eye, 
And in the smdl bird's nest ; 
And take its sweetness from the flowers, 
Its freshness from tlie fipring. 
Its coolness fiyim the dewy hours. 
When night-hawks take Uie wing. 

Then we will wander far away. 

Along the flowery vale. 

Where winds the brook, in sparkling play. 

And freshly blows the gale ; 

And we wUl sit beneath the shade 

That maples weave above, 

And, on the mossy pillow laid, 

Will drink the cup of love. 



O, WILT thou go with mc, love. 
And seek the lonely glen ? 
O, wilt thon leave for me, love. 
The smiles of otier men ? — 
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O, WILT THOU OO WITH ME, LOVE. 137 

The birds are there aye singing, 
And the woods are full of glee, 
And lore shall there he flinging 
His rosea over thee. 

0, wilt thou go with me, dear. 
And share my humble lot ? 
O, wilt thou live with me, dear, 
Within a, lowly cot ? — 
Though beauty hath enshrouded thea 
With all that b sweet and ftur, 
The sorrows that have clouded thee 
Shall all be wanting there. 

O, wilt thou go with me, Anne, 
To yonder mountain aide, 
And, happy there in me, Anne, 
Ne'er sigh for aught heade ? — 
O, Heaven shall there be over us, 
Unclouded, pure, and bright, 
And wings of love shall cover iis, 
And all around be light. 

Tes, thou wilt go with me, love, 

I see it in thy smile. 

And I will be to thee, love, 

Thy shelter all the while ; 

And thou shalt spread thy bloom around. 

And be all sweet and fair, 

And every sight and touch and sound 

Shall be ecstatic there. 

Yes, thou wilt go with me, dear. 
The cot shall be thy home, 
And never near its roof, dear, 
Shall want or soi-row come ; 
O, I will be the parent dove. 
That hovers o'er her neat, 
And we will know how sweet is love 
Cares^ng and caressed. ,-. . 
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Tea, thou wUt go with me, Anne, 
Though seas are now between, 
And 3iou wilt dwell with me, Anne, 
In woodlands flowered and green ; 
I cannot cross the sea to thee, 
I do not love that shore. 
So crora the ocean, dear, to me, 
And we will part no more. 



Hebe the air is sweet. 

Fresh from the rosea newly blowing; 

Hei-e the waters meet, 

Down the grassy Talley flowing ; 

Here the hands of ivy twine, 

Here the bells in yellow sliine 

On the flowering gelsemine. 

Round the woven trellis growing. 

Here the flitting breeze 

Wafts afar the musky treasure, 

And the wanton bees 

Sip the honeyed fount of pleasure ; 

Here the loving spirits dwell, 

Here they sit, and weave their spell. 

And within the blossom's hell 

Tune their soul-dissolving measure. 

Here the wind is balm, 
Laden with the breath of roses; 
Here the air is calm, 
And the sleeping noon-flower closes ; 
Now &e sun ia setting brio;ht, 
And his arch of purpfo light 
''Heralding the summer night. 
Earth in dreams of bliss reposes. 
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THE WANDEBISe SPIRIT. 

Here 'b a lui^o bower : 

O'er it bndding vinea are creeping, 

An,d a dewy shower, 

By, a bank of turf is steeping; 

Thouffli tlie fallen winds are mute, 

Faintly from the sweet-blown flute, 

Tones, that witb the stillness suit. 

Harmonies of love are keepiag. 

1 am here alone ; 

Far has fled my flowery dreaming, 

Al! its beauty flown 

like a bow by moonlight gleaming ; 

Fancy's day of love is o'er. 

All its rich and golden store 

Ne'er can charm my spirit more 

With ila false, but fairy seeaiing. 



THE WANDERING SPIRIT. 

Theue 's a voice that is heard in the depth of the sky, 
Where nothing is seen but the blue-tinted heaven ; 
That voice with the mind rolls its mellowness by. 
And a few notes alone to our fond ears are given : 
The spirit who sings it still hastens away. 
He is doomed round the wide earth for ever to roam, 
He may settle. a moment, but never will stay. 
For he ne'er found, and never will find, here a home. 

There is grief in the voice, as it comes through the 

Like the low-moaning wind in the calmness of even, 
Or the tone, as we dream, of tlie angels, who bear 
Tlie pure soul, that rises to mingle with heaven ; 
It was clear when it first came, but quickly afkr 
It murmured and died, like the wave on tde shore, 
When the mariner hails the benevolent star, 
That rises and smiles, and the tenipest is o'er.. 
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O, that voice is the du^ that for ever is sung 
O'er the wreck and the ruin of beautj' and love, 
But iu ears that aire deaf is its melody flung, 
There are none who will listen, but pure ones above : 
O, earth is no place for the spirit who feels 
■ Every wound of the heart with the pang of despair ; 
He will moui-o, and he never at home, till he steals 
To the skies, and the bright world that welcomes 
him there. 



FAREWELL TO MY LYRE. 

Ltke of my soul! the parting hour draws nigh, 
The hour Uiat tears thy votary away, — 
The hour when death shall close my feding eye. 
And wrap in earth my cold and lifeless clay, 

I feel his icy fingers ehill my heart, 
And curdle all the blood that warms my breast; 
Charm of my darkest momenta 1 soon we part, — 
Soon shall thy chords in endless silence rest. 

What if thy sounds have charmed the coldest ear, - 
What if they breathed like melody divine, — 
What if they stole the fair one's purest tear. 
Or hade the downcast eye with pleasure shine I 

Still I must ank in death's unbroken sleep, 
And coldly slumber 'neath the hallowed ground; 
And thou must all thy chords in silence keep, 
Nor sweetly wake them to the feeblest sound. 



There should the faiatinw zephyr, whispering by, 
Awake one note alona thy tuneful string, 
O, be it sadder than^the mourner's sigh, 
And in my ear like funeral dirges ring. 

Let not a trill of joy invade my ei 



Or like the darkest canopy of night. 

Let no sweet songster poor its Tvitohing ^ell — 
No voice a! comfort to mv spirit come ; 
Na,ught but the echo of the passing-bell, 
ThelMJlow murmur c£ the muffled drum. 



And yet I seem to hear thy seraph strtun 
Pour like a gentle stream along the gale : 
it ceases, — now its muac wakes agajn, 
And breathes as sweetly as the turtle's waif. 

Ah, I would brush thy chords and fiuntly wake 
To sounds of joy thy melody awhile, — 
Would charm mj heart a moment eve it break, 
And gild my dymg features with a smile ; 

Rut no ! my hand refiiaea ; 't \s but clay, — 
The touch of death has withered all its powers; 
Soon will its wings my spirit waft away 
From thee, thou charmer of my darkest hours I 

Farewell, thou lyre of sweetest minstrelsy 1 
Distraction calls, its sufferer must obey ; 
The ruthless hand of dark adversity 
Has chilled my soul, and torn thy chords away ; 

The mist of death, that hovers o'er my eyes. 
Withdraws thy lovely image from my view ; 
i\ike fancy's midnight dream, th' illusion fliM, — 
Lyre of my soul, adieu ! a long ad' 
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Care-woen, and sank in deep despondency, 
I bless the hours that lay mj thought at rest ; 
I woo the covert of a midnight sky, 
But sink in feverish dreams, hy doubt dietreat. 

The plesang morning of my early days, 
My opening fortune's bright and flattering bloom. 
Gone are uiey all, and mute the Toiee of praise : 
How hard to one who shone, this cruel doom I 

Would I were in some lonely desert bom, 
And 'neath the sordid roof my being drew ; 
Were nursed hy poverty the most forlorn, 
And ne'er one ray of hope or pleasure knew. 

Then had my soul been never taught to rise ; 
Then had I never dreamed of power or fame ; 
No pictured scene of bliss deceived my eyes, 
Hra' glory lighted in my breast its flame. 

What to the wretch like me this towering mind 1 
'T is but a curse, — a pang that racks the souL 
Better in humble life to be resigned 
To ceaseless toil, as round the seasons roll. 

Happy the life tliat in a peaceful stream. 
Obscure, unnoticed, through the vale has flowed ; 
The heart that ne'er was charmed by fortune's gleam, 
Is ever sweet contentment's blest abode. 

But can I leave the scenes my fancy drew 
In colors rich as heaven, and strong as light ; 
Can I avert from fame my longing view. 
And plunge again amid my native night ? 

Hard is the pang that rends these links away, 
And humbling to my soul to rise no more ; 
How cruel to abandon wisdom's ray. 
And find my hopes, my fame, my p 



ANACKEONTICa. 



Yes, I must yield, — but slowly I retire ; 
O, fiau I dim the light that scieaee gave ? 
O, can I quench my hosom'3 ardent fire ? 
Welcome, ye paths, that lead me to my grave. 



ANACREONTICS. 



*iri y^ fxtXaifa ?rtWt. Auao. 0(1, 5. 

Eakth is a thirsty drinker, 
The trees drink from ita bosom. 
The ocean drinks the wet winds, 
The fiery sun the ocean, 
The moon drinks in the sun's light 
Then why, my friends, be angry, 
Because I love to drink too. 

n. 

FULL-bosomcd maids of Chio ! 
Around your auburn tresses 
The woven roses twining. 
Now sport in circling dances. 
The moon is on the ocean, 
The light, loose clouds around her 
Then- fleecy heaps are piling. 
And gird her with a halo : 
No longer from the billow 
The fresh sea-wind is stealing ; 
His pinions wet with nighl>dew, 
And bathed in liquid odors. 
He slumbers on the flower-bed, 
And lies IJll morning wake him. 
Then come, ye maids of Chio I 
And while your dark eyes sparkle, 
Full eyes of living brightneBS, 
■^'eave in your mazy dani 
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A^fACBEONTICS. 

Tbe flowery etain of Ero, 
And round our yielding bosoms 
Its rings of roses linking. 
Give ua those glowing kis 
That drop tlie tempting ' 
Of Aphrodite's nectar. 



Pear girl of Mytilene ! 
Thy dark lotks loosely flowing, 
Thy full, round, jet eye sparMing 
With soul-subduing glances. 
Thy brown cheek flushed and glowing, 
Thy lips, like opening rose-huifi 
Their earliest balm exhaling, 
Thy slender hands of coral, 
Whose Ught and fairy fingers, 
The cittern sweetly tuning, 
Awake the song of Sappho, 
And echo, " Lovely Pnaon ! 
Adored, Imt cruel Phaou ! " 
Dear girl of Mytilene 1 
Beneath the bending vine-bower, 
That hangs its loaded clusters 
FuU-swoln with purple nectar. 
And o'er the vaulted trellis 
Its tendrils, wildly ranping, 
With broad, green leaves inwoven. 
Shut out the star and moonlight, — 
Dear gffl of Mytilene ! 
As in that secret bower 
Thy love-lorn song is flowina, 
The shepherd, on the nwraa bank 
AU ^Ivered o'er with moonlight, 
Beside a dinipling fountain, 
Shall play upon his tabret, 
Responsive to thy echoes, 
The dying song of Sappho 
To loved, but cruel Phaon. ,- . 
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HOKATIAN. 

"Quem tn, Melpomena.aeojel." — Horat. Od.I. IV. B. 

Fairest of all, bright Urania I 

Who, on Helicon's top, sing to tte golden etats, 

When Night drawa all her curtains round, 

And far over the hilis shmes the moon's mellow 

light; 
First she eilds the tall mountain-top, 
Then on ^tiering streams, and the -wide-spreading 

And the dai-k waves of the tossing sea, 

Pours all her mellowest beams, tju earth and ocean 

Fairest of all, bright Urania 1 

Sing to thy golden-stringed lyre, sing the sweet 
song of Heaven. 



Comb on your sky-blue wings, ye Paphian doves ! 

And o'er me drop the pure IdaJian dews, 

Come, fan the ^ with silken pinions. 

Pluck with tender bill the roses, 

"While they open in the thickets, 

Heavy with the tears of morning : 

Bear them on the faltering breezes, 

Aa they waken with Aurora, 

Lightly brushing o'er the meadow, 

Kissing, as they pass, the lilies ; 

Sighing through the silent forest, 

mdting from their nightly slumbers 

All its murmuring tones and echoes; 

Floating o'er the sleeping ocean,- 

WTifin without a wave or billow, 

.Like a green and golden mirror, 
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146 COMB OS TOtJE SKY-BLUE WINdS. 

In the morning light it glows ; 

Bear these nectar-teeathing hloaaoms, 

Hovering round on rustling pinions, 

Drop them on mj' mossy pillow, 

Till Ik heap of crunson sweetness 

Buries in its down my head. 

O come, ye Paphian doves 1 from Cyprus com( 

Close o'er the smiling queen t£ love and joy 

Tour wavy pinions, fliat a canopy 

Of living sapphire, gtJd, and amethyst, 

Emeraldaiid nyacinth and orient pearl, 

Cool her and shield her in its moving shade. 

The Paphian Goddess, on her sea-bwn car 

Of polished shell, sails lightly on the wind : 

Before her chirp the bounding sparrows. 

As they draw the lovely burden 

With a trace of gauzy film : 

She nearer comes and sends be&re 

Her harbinger, the breath of roses, 

Sweeter than the spicy gales 

That blow from Araby, Hie bleat; 

Where, reating on white coffee-beds, 

Or groves of frankincense and myrrli. 

They drink the Mrs of Paradise ; 

Sweeter than a languid zephyr, 

'From a flowering myrtle thicket, 

Which, beade the briny billow, 

Sucks the essences of love. 

And by the secret arts of Nature, 

To the most refined sweetness, 

Floating in a cloud of etber. 

Turns the salt and bitter wave. 

So oft in 

Ton poured in kindling showers MOund. 

But no, — my brow is cold, — 

Passitrn's Are is spent, — 

Tlit^ d^ws no sooner touch my forehead, 

Tha.! they freeze to crj'stal di-ops, 

d scornful bound away. ,-. , 
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Man is born to die, 

And so are nations. TIius I musecl, 

As on the Inca's pyramid 

I sat and sazed around. 

Here, mefliought, a royal race. 

To whom a nation bowed, 

As if they were the sons of Heaven, 

Came and paid their adoration 

To the all-o'erseein^ sun. 

And where is now fliat royal race ? 

Gone, and mingled with the ages 

That have passed awaj'. 

Here a countless multitude 

Of self-made slaves, through weary years, 

Toiled and built this stately pile. 

Years on yexrs have rolled away. 

Since they who built it lived. 

Still it rears its massj" front. 

And stands unmoved, in proud defiance, 

'(Jainst the scythe of time 

And ruin's crumbling hand ; 

While the same winds bleach the bones 

Of the poor slave, that toiled. 

And the great king, who bade. 

'T WAS midnight,^ and the full round. moon 

Was riding in the midway heaven, 

And poured her faint but spotless hght 

Around the pillow where he lay. 

On tie tender ^rass, and half-shut flowers. 

That closed their leaves agiunst the nightly ah*, 

The dews, that hunc in fitting drops. 

Sparkled with a feMile ray. 

Sleep poured out her poppy dews. 

And spread her gauzy mantle o'er him; 
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like an infant in its cradle, 

TTiere in innocence he lay, 

Unconacious «f impending barm. 

Sudden from the ground he starts. 

And feels it rock beneath his feet, 

And like the ocean roll. 

From the north, a growling sound 

Bushes on his ear. 

Louder, louder, on it comes. 

Like the never-ending din" 

Of some wide waterf^l. 

That in the desert pours its ceaseless flood ; 

Or like the roar of ocean 

"When the tempest rages, 

And on. a reef of broken rocks 

The billows chafing, bursting, foam ; 

Or like the rush 0£ myriad horBemen 

"When to conflict fierce they ride. 

And 'neath the tlnmdering tramp 

Quivers the embattled plain. 

Never ending, stil! increasing. 

On it comes, and now beneath him 

Bellows like the groans of hell: 

Ingtadt to the ground he falls. 

And long entranced is lost 

Harkflhe volean's thunder 
Boiling o'er the hills. 
Aa at midnight, when the storm 
Bears its front in Heaven, 
And sheds a tliicker darkness o'er the gloon 
Bursts the thunderbolt, 
And shakes the solid ground : 
So the volean's thunder rolls. 
See the lightning's flash 
Quivering in the sky. 
IJong rea streams of flaring light 
Bise and lick the stars. 
From the crater's mouth 
Bolls the fiery flood : 
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MAN IS nonx TO die. 149 

Down the rocks it sweeps its way, 
And the ice of aces 
In an instant melts, 

And bursts a torrent to the plains below. 
Slower rolls the fiery flood, — 
From cliff to cliff it tumbles, 
And like the mingled roar of thousand cataracts, 
Deeper, deeper strikes the ear. 
Hast thou seen Niobe's statue 
Stand in speechless agony, 
With eye upr^ed, and clasped hand. 
As if to curse the bolt of Heaven ? 
So AtaJpa stood. 

The night draws on, 

And closer o'er the wave 

Her sombre curt^n spreads. 

The dark-blue Heaven swells o'er the sea, 

And resta its pillars on the tossing deep. 

The star of evening 

Has lit its lamp. 

And, hanging o'er the western wave. 

Sparkles upon the foam below. 

How calmly steal the winds along the main, 

And heave the water round the weaving prow ! 

The s^l swells lightly overhead, 

And the streamer searcelv flutters ; all is still, 

But the petrel, as he circles round. 

And skims the wave with snowy wing. 

'T IS midnight, and the moon 
Has lit her lamp in heaven. 
Around her alver throne 
The twinkling stars grow pale. 
So bright she pours her beams. 
Below her, o'er the sea, 
Spread like a floor of glass 
Unruffled by the winds. 
Her image travels on. 
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As the mariner Iboks at the wake of the ship, 

He sees a Ion" track of light behiniJ, 

And the sparkling foam a world of gems. 

I hear the voice of uiirth, 

The song of love, and the flute's soil note 

Floating o'er the wave. 

A white B^ steers its conrse against the moon 

And seems a slieet of snow. 

Beneath its shade the muac breathes, — 



Shining with purple and gold. 
So light the west wind blows, — 
The sails fla^ and the cordi^ creaks; 
While, movmg to the sound of flutes, 
The long white oars in order strike, 
And cut the marble main. 

THBtt 

And the light is Lj,, 

The sky is blue abo 

And the earth is green below ; 

The mist rolls over the rocks. 

And curls its light folds in the valley ; 

The gra^ is wet with dew, 

A gem is on every twinkling blade ; 

The Bong of the birds has awaked the sleeper. 

And he starts on his journey anew. 



NEW ENGLAND. 

Hail to the land whereon we tread, 

Our fondest boast I 
The sepulchre of mighty dead. 
The truest hearts that ever bled, 
Who sleep on glory's brightest bed, 

A fearless host: 
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No slave is here; — our unchained foot 
W(^ freely, as the waves that beat 
Our coast. 

Our fathers crossed the ocean's wave 

To seek this shore ; 
They left hehind the coward slave 
To welter in his llvio" grave ; 
With heai-ts uabeiit, wgh, steady, brave, 

They sternly bore 
Such toils as meaner souls had quelled ; 
But souls hke these, such toils impelled 

To soar. 

Hail tJ3 the mom when first they stood 

On Buntev'a height ! 
And fearless stemmed the invading flood, 
And wrote our dearest rights in blood, 
And mowed in ranks the nireHng brood, 

In desperate fight : 
0, 't was a proud, exulting day, 
For ev'n our fellen fortunes lay 

In light. 

There is no other land like thee, 

Ko dearer shore ; 
Thou art tlie shelter of the free ; 
TTie home, the port of liberty 
ITion hast been, and shalt ever be, 

'KU time is o'er. 
Ere I forget to think upon 
My land, shaU mother ciirse the son 

She bore. 

Thou art the firm, unshaken rock. 

On which we rest; 
And rising from thy hardy stock. 
Thy sons the tyrant's frown shall mocfc. 
And slavery's galling chains unlock, 
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And free the oppressed: 
All, who the wreath of freedom twini 
Beneath the shadow of the vine 

Are hlessed. 

We love thy rode and rocky shore, 

And here we stand ; 
Let foreign navies hasten o'ef , 
And on onr heads their ibry pour. 
And peal their cannon's loudest. roar, 

And storm our land ; 
Hey still shall find, our lives are civ. 
To die for home ; — and leant on Hei 

Our hand. 



NAVAL ODE. 

OuKwalls are on the sea, 

And they ride along the wave, 
Manned with s^ors, bold and free. 
And the lofly and the brave 
Hoist their flag to the sport of the gale; 
With an even march they sweep 
O'er the bosom of the deep. 
And their order trimly keep. 
As they sail. 

Though so gallantly we ride, 

Tet we do not seek the fight ; 
We have justice on our side, 
And we battle in our right, 
For otiT homes, and our altars, and sires 
Then we kindle in our cause, 
And awhile a solemn pause — 
When the cannon's iron jaws 
Spout their fires. 
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We abhor the waste of life, 
And the massacre of war ; 
We detest the bi-utal atiife 
In the van of Glory's cav ; 
But we never will shrmk from the foe : 
This, when battle's lightning runs 
Through his hori-or-speaking guns. 
And his brazen, thunder stuns. 
He shall know. 

We have met them on the deep. 
With Decatur and with Hull, 
Where our fellen comrades sleep 
In their glory's proudest ftdl ; 
For our homes we will meet them again : 
Let their boasted navies frown. 
As they proudly bear tliem down ; 
We will conquer, burn, or drown. 
On the main. 

We, too, have hearts of oak. 

And the hour of strife may come, 

With its hurricane of smoke, 
Hissing ball and bursting bomb, 
And the death^ot may launch througli oi 

But our spirits feel no dread, 

And we bear our ship ahead. 

For we know that honor's bed 

Then come on, ye gallant tars ! 

With your matches in your hand, 
And parade beneath our stars. 
With a free and noble stand. 
As you wait for the moment of death: 
Hark the word I the foe is nigh, 
And at once their war^ogs fly, 
But, with bosoms throbbing high. 
Yield your breath. 
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I THOU ABT ESDEARED TO ME, 

Iki yoiir duty, gallant boya I 

And you homeward shall return 
To partake your country's joys, 
when the lights of triumph bum, 
And the warm toast is drank to the VaTe 
Then when country calls again, 
Be your march along the main, 
And in glory spread her reign 
O'er the wave. 



Thou art endeared to me hy at! 

The ties of kindred minds, 
And thou hast twined my heart in all 

The chains that beauty binds ; 
The man who could deceive thee. 

And, when the prize was won, 
Could ruin, scorn, and leave thee, 

Must have a heart of stone. 

For but one look of kindness given 

By thee, my heart would brave 
The coldest, darkest frowns of Heaven, 

The terrors of the grave : 
O, death cannot affiidit me, 

When thou art smiling by ; 
I ask no star to light me. 

But the sparkle of tlune eye. 

But all thy bloom and loveliness 

How soon will fade away I 
Thy beauty and thy comeliness 

Will moulder into clay : 
O, when thy charms have taken wing. 

And all thy light is gone. 
How fondly still my bcaii: would cling 

To thee, and thee alone 1 
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THE FRENCHMAN'S DAKLIKG* 

The rose may sparkle in the mom, 
And blush and brighten on ifa thorn ; 
The gaudy tulip proudly spread 
lis glories o'er the euMnelled bed ; 
The iris imitate the bow, 
That sunbeams on a tempest throw ; 
All these may ahine around, — but yet 
I love my darling mignonette. 

I ask no deep-eneriraaoned flower 
From India's nevei^fading bower ; 
No lotus,! where it closely weaves 
The Ganges with its aaure leaves; 
I ask no pensive bud of woe, J 
That gives the night its wreath of snow ; 
All these may have a eharm, — but yet 
Thy charm is more, sweet mignonette . 

No lily, ^ that with gold-specked nm 
Seems like a chandelier tJ> bum. 
Where wide Savanna's waters flow 
Beneath a forest bower of snow; j| 
No palm with bending tufts of fire, 
No spiced vanilla, I desire ; 
These you may fondly twine, — but yet 
I fondlier twine my mignonette. 

The Scot may love his thistle-down. 
Its priekly leaves, and purple crown ; 
And Erin on her shamrock smile, 
The beauty of her emerald isle ; 

"^ Re?flda odorata, the M^nonette. 
II MagDOUh grdjidiflora. 
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The holly twine its glossy braid, 
A starry wreath for Albion's head : 
We love the modest violeUe,* 
And dearer still the miffnonetle 



Adieu ! fair flower, though frail ; 
I gazed on thee awhile. 
And thought I saw thee emile, 

And woo the pas^ng gale ; 

And thou didst shine die while, 
lu early beautj; bright, 
And in thy maiden light 

"Who would have dreamed of guile? 

The cankerworm will blight 
Thy colors, now so gay. 
And they will pass away. 

Like drops that fall by night. 

Before the eys of day ; 
It nestles in thy core. 
And thou wilt charm no more 

The winds that round thee play ; 

Bat all thy sweetness o'er. 

Thy leaves will droop and fail. 
And darkness spread its pall 

"Where all was bright before. 

And when thy beauty all 
Has faded, they will turn 
Away, and coldly spurn 

Thy love, and thou wflt call 

Unnoticed, and wilt mourn, 
That in the flush of spring, 
When hope was on the wing, 

And virtue from her urn 



f CHEERLESS E 



Her choicest dews might fling, 
And drop hev richest wave. 
That thou didst ili* thy grave, 

And barb, for death, a sting. 



We met in cheerless hours, my dear, 

When life had waned with me, 
And all Chat once had charmed me here 
Was gone, but only thee, my dear, — 
Was gone, but only thee. 

1 h>ved thee with the glow of youth. 

But with a purer flame ; 
1 vowed, before the shrine of truth. 
To be for aye the same, my dear. 

To be for aye the same. 

For youthful passion soon decays. 

It flashes and it dies ; 
But my fond feeling shone with rays 
That Mndle in the sides, my dear. 

That kindle in the skies. 

Thou wert too young to read my heart, 

Or love the pint's light; 
Thou swdst, " Gay boyhood can impart 
A pleasure doubly bright, my dear, 

A pleasure doubly bright." 

It was the fondness of the eye. 

That led thy heart away ; 
And not the hues that deeper lie 
Than boyhood bright and gay, my dear. 

Than boyhood bright and gay. 
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O, LOVE WAS MADE TO MOURN, 

So farewell, love, for dear to me 

Thy heart shall be for ever; 
And though I cannot live with thee, 
0, 1 11 forget thee never, dear, 
O, I '11 ^get thee never. 



Its home is not below ; 

While in this being's bourn, 

It B^ must weep in woe. 

Its home is in the skies ; 

A wanderer with men, 
It turns ita longing eyes 

To find that home again. 

But there are forms so bright, 
80 far, they seem its own ; 

They glow, like stars at night. 
When clouds away liave flown. 

And there we fondly turn. 

And think, that love's pure fire 
Will ever brightly burn. 

The spirit's vestal pyre- 
Bat oh ! how short the light, 

How soon it fades away ! 
And all our heart's delight. 

Enchantments, — where are they ? 



r, the bloom, are fled, 
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TRANSLATION OP A LATIN ODE. 

WiNTEK now lias flown away, 
And the snow has left the hills; 

Spring, with eheefe all fluaheii and gay, 
Now her urn with fragrance filU. 

Now the ploughman's heart is high, 

As he drives hia team along, 
Tarning every ftnrow by 

To the melody of song. 

Now the meadow laugha with flowers. 
And the woods a balsam pour ; 

Zephyrs breathe through rosy bowers. 
Where they nod along the shore. 

Now the brook, that lately stole 

Murmuring in an icy chain, 
Freshens, as ita waters roll. 

With sweet waves, the grassy plain 

Now the pastured bullocka drink, 
Where full rivers kiss tlieir brim ; 

And where poplars crown the brink, 
Rustic flutes and voices hymn. 

Now the ^Is, in festal glee, 

Garlanded with rosea, play ; 
Gathering blossoms, like the bee, 

Light ^ey sport the summer day. 

When she thus, on Enna's plain, 

Crowned with myrtle, chanced to rove, 

Pluto, from her frighted train, 
Stole the idol of his love. 
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Fairest Spring I at thy retnin, 

Meadows treathe the balm of flowers, 
And the wheels of day's god burn 

Brightest in the tram of hours. 



THE SABBATH. 

A SAFPHIC. 

Sweet is the morning when the Sabbath-day dawns, 
And earth and sky spread loyelier before me ; 
When not a hreadi Btirs, in its wliisperiug motion. 

Garden or forest, 
Which does not seem to partake in the holy 
Peace of the pm« hearts, where passion slumbers, 
Care is composed, and the thoughts all awaken 

Bright with devotion. 
Sweeter the lark ^r^ on that sunny morning, 
Livelier the wren chirps round the shingled cottage, 
Deeper the robin swells his throat, andpoura forth 

Hymns to his Maker. 
Sweetly the bell sounds far in the distance, 
Bising and falling with the winds, and rolling 
Over hill and mountain, like the times that summon 

Pure souls to heaven. 
Sweet comes the muac of the rustic voices. 
When in the oak ^rove, or the low-browed temple, 
Hymning and praising Him whose name is Holy, 

Hearts glow with rapture. 
Sweet isthecleartone, where the bi-eath of incense. 
Longings of clean hearts, prayers by pure lips 

spoken. 
Swell on the light winds, through the arching 
branches ; 

Sweet as when oi^ans, 
In the dark choir of the lofty-vaulted minster. 



) evening! thou abt lovely, 161 



Pour forth the deep stream of harmony, and roll 

Pillar and altar, fretted roof and tall arth. 

Sounds like tJie echoea 
^Vliich, in the still night, after storms have beaten 
Wild on the roof-tree, round the distant mountMns, 
Mellow, but majestic, send on the soothed ear 

Cdmnesa and slumber. 
Siveet is the Sabbath, 1w the heart who loves it, 
As the day when heaven's gates opened on this 

dai-k world, 
'WTioii the KisG OF Glory, mounted on a bright 

Conquering ascended. 



O EvEriiKG ! thou art lovely : — in thy dress 
Of sober gray I woo thee, when thy star 
Comes o'er the hazy hitls, that rise afar. 
When tender thoughts upon my spirit press. 
And witJi the whiispering gales ana fanning airs 
The quiet awellinw of my bosom pairs; 
And hy the lake that Heth motionless, 
Low in the secret hollow, where the shade. 
By bending elms and drooping willows made, 
l)ispla;ys its peaceful canopy, and civea 
A moving picture to the lymph below, 
Wiiere float the sapphire sky, the clouds of snow, 
The evening streaks, and every swarm that lives 
And mnrmurs in the dun Eur, and the leaves 
Tliat quiver in the breath of night, and shine 
With slowly gathered drops, and boughs that play, 
Eising and falling gently, he who grieves 
I' or some deep-wounding sorrow, as is mine. 
In such a lonely shade his head may lay. 
And on the scented grass and flowers recline. 
And gaze upon the hngering hght of day. 
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Empress of night ! I saw thee through, the rack, 

Th&t fleeced* Uie face of heaven, careering by, 

And laijnch again upon a cloudless sky, 

A beam of glory setting in thy track ; 

Lite vessel in her courae along the aea, 

Sow voyaging through islands, now away 

On the wide ocean, m her liberty 

Rejoicing; or like falcon on her wing 

Skuting the moimtain shadows, as t£ey fling 

Gloom o'er the world beneath them, now at play, 

On broad, exulting pinions, in the clear 

Blue noon-vault, where nor speck nor mist appear, 

And bathing in the deepest flood of day ; — 

So seemed thy round, full orb to hold its flight. 

Ascending proudly to its highest throne. 

Mellowing the dun. obscurity of night, 

And walking in its majesty alone ; 

Now through its waving veil of white clouds beaming 

With softer light, now pouring on their snow, 

Floating like heaps of loam, an iris glow ; 

Now from a narrow rift in glory streaming 

"With columned rays, as when through arches shine 

Thy beams on some looped wall or broken shrine, 



O'erbending vault of sappUre, as an eye 

Soothing the brow of heaven, it pours abroad 

Brightness o'er vale and mountain, gilds the rock. 

Silvers the winding river, tips the wave 

With flowinff amber, where its foam-wreaths lave 

The oeean'soulwark, seeming to unlock 

The pure and calm benignity of God. 
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Star of tlie d&w^ morning 1 from thy sphere 

Of light and purity, before the huo 

Of dawn has tinged thy lofty throne of Hue, 

Before the purple, gold, and crimson stain _ 

Tlie soft transparence of that heavenly plain, 

Before the warbling birds salute the ear, 

While yet the hiUs are dark, before the glow 

Irradiirtes yon aerial peak of snow, 

And paints the floating clouds, and dyes their Teil, 

ITiat with the wind swells, like the ruby SEul 

Of Nautilus, who skims along the deep. 

Ere yet the mustering winds the mii-ror sweep ; — 

Star of the dewy morning ! by thy ray 

I love to brush tie pearls that gem the lawn, 

The while I hasten, ere the bars are drawn 

That close the portals of approaching day, 

From yonder hiU to view uie smiling dawn 

Shine on the living landscape's proud array ; 

And while those &shes from the orient play, 

Thou sparkiest now intensely, now thy beam 

Scatters a feebler radiance on the stream, 

And as the sun's bright herald gayly flushes, 

And from the deep-stmned windows of the morn 

The rosy nymph of light and darkness bom 

In all the glow of youth and beauty blushes, 

Thy feint and fainter twinklir^ dies away ; 

So, when through life's chill ni^ht we joroney on, 

Following the star-like beacon m the titics, 

Till, as the long and weary way is done. 

At once the doors of heaven before us rise, 

A wave of glory from the Eternal Sun, 

The beaming welcome of the Holy One, 

Mingles with Love's angelic harmonies. 
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Bow of the fabled huntrcBs! who on high, 
Throned in the briglit meridian, bend'at thy arch 
Towards Day's beaming chariot on its march 
Of triumph o'er this pure autumnal sky. 
Which, mantled in a soft cerulean dye, 
Encircles Nature with its crystal dome, 
And, like the matchless Pantheon of Borne, 
Shows in its perfect sphere one only eye ; — 
.1 mark thy silver crescent purely white 
Inlaying yon suhlimest azure, where. 
Clear and transparent as the viewless sav, 
And like the empyrean pavement bright and fair, 
Expands the softest tinctured ai-oh of light. 
Faintly amid this canopy of blue 
Thy mMdea brightness sweetiy trembles through 
The golden glones of the orb of day ; — 
But soon thy sparkling circlet in the west, 
Then followmg, as thon now lead'st on the way, 
Shall glitter on the ocean's glassy breast, 
And on tlie mountain's mellow summit play. 
And, with the star of beauty by thy side, 
Behind yon waving ridge of cedars gUde 
Serenely to the pMaee of thy rest. 



A REYERIE. 

I saw a neat white cottage by a rill, 

A limpid rill, that wound along a glade, 

Curhnn; and flashino; to the sun ; a shade 

Of wifiiDws broodea over it ; a hill, 

Not distant, heaved its &esh green slope, and smiled 

With daJMCa and with dandelions ; olt 

I wandered through such meadows when a child, 

And loved the turf below, the sky aloft^ 

So softly green, so clearly, purely blue ; 

And as the mild wind, breathing odors, flew 
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Or some gay butterfly, on velvet wing, 
riitted around me, in the hearty glee 
Of youth just bursting oat of infMcy, 
And nerved with all the buoyancy of Spring; 
Wild as the courser, when he bounds away, 
And ^ves his graceful limbs their freest play, 
And perks his ears, and waves his flowing tail, 



His broad mane proudly heaving on the gale, 
Now stops, now, with keen neigh and flavins eye, 
)S lite the winds, and scours and gallops Dy, — 



So, in the bloom of early life I flew. 

Where'er the insect roved, the feather blew, 

For ever cheated, and for ever stiO 

The creature of a wild and reckless will. 

Pursuing afler bees and flowers anew. 

J saw that neat white cottage, and I thought 

That was the shelter I so long had sought, 

And there with one companion I miglit rest 

My weary head on humble Quiet's breast ; 

And see the Year come forth, and dress her bowers, 

And o'er the lattice weave her veil of flowers ; 

And now, in playfhl wandering down the stream, 

Follow its miaay oend, and in a dream 

Of holy musing, on its banks of thyme 

Reposing, listen, to its ^mple chime. 

Through glossy pebbles, orer pearly shells ; 

And, st*EiIing through tiie sunny meadow, eidl 

And crown our tresses with the lilies' bells, 

And with geraniums fill our bosoms full ; 

And then return, and seated by the door, 

The scarlet woodbine flaunting over head, 

Kecount our gathered stoves M Nature o'er, 

From flower tfl flower by sweet enchantment led ; 

And then go back to ages past, and dwell 

With Contemplation in her holy cell ; 

And, turning o'er the treasures of the mind, 

Talk with the great, the wittj', the refined, 
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166 MOTHEKLESS INFAST. 

And kindle witi tie ardent; smile and laugh 
Witb, Butler and Cervantes; deeply quaff 
Bkh streams of inspiration from the fount 
Tliat flowed (hi Zion and Aonia's mount ; 
Hang on the tender tale with melting eye, 
Hour after hour unnoticed stealing by ; 
Or nith the patriot rising, feel the swell 
Of indignation heaving in the bre^, 
And weeping go to Marathon and dwell 
On harrows, where the brave unhonored rest;- 
And from the Idndled altar take the coal, - 
That flres the lip, and animates the eouI, 
And, mounting upwards on a seraph's wing, 
BreEik from this feeble tenement rfclay. 
And, wrapt in reveries of glorv, spring, 
Singing and soaring, to eternal day. 



Motherless infant; to the quiet sleep 
Of early death descending, thou wilt die 
As others ^nk in slumber, and wilt lie 
Erelong within thy narrow grave. To weep 
For those who fell like theeliefita not, — tears 
Are shed on those whom we have watched for yeara, 
Who, in our yielding hearts, have planted deep 
The rivets of affection. Thou art iair 
And pure as rouk-Eprnng fountains, where they well 
Beneath o'erarching roots, and scatter there 
Light bubhling dews. Pale infant, thou canst tell 
Of pwn, but thou art wlent, for thy heart 
Is calm ; Remorse h^ never barbed a dart 
To sting and tear thy vitals, — for to thee 
Re^t can never come, and thou wilt part 
With being as a look would fall from me. 
Thine eyes are closed, thy lip is still and pale, 
Tly cheek is deadly wan, or faintly flushed 
With hectic gushings; all thy cries are bushed, 

.... .C.UO;;lc 



Thy breath is silent, as the summcrgale 
Stealing thi'ough withered roses. Thou wilt die, 
And never know the thonsand ills which wa^ 
The fairest and tlie brightest, and thine eye 
No bitter tears will scald, — thy early fat« 
Is dealt to thee in mercy ; thou wilt go, 
Unstained, unspotted, to a bett«r state, 
And though thy scanty pilgrimage below 
Was weary, ofien painful, it was fi'ce 
From ail &ose stings vjhkh hug have tortured me. 



Image of calm devotion, on thy brow 
The peace of heaven is brooding, and thine eye 
Is lifted to its glories; deeply thou 
Hast drank of its pure fountain ; therefore now 
Thy thoughts are centred in the world on high. 
Silently, as the nudnight hours steal by, 
Thy watch is on the firmament, — and there 
Thou eeest the hills of heaven in prospect lie, 
As on the pasang gale the light clouds fly. 
And heave their fleecy folds, like curls of mt, 
So thin and so transparent is their veil ; 
Or dost thou mark some white-winged angel smI 
Slowly atliirart the moonbeam, shining tlirongh 
His spiritual form in every lovely hue ? 
Or do more gentle thoughts than these prevail, 
And is there in that fiury sky a bower 
Sacred to love and friendship, where the heart 
May all its unchecked lendemesB impart, 
And feel ^Mn the bliss of that fond hour. 
When first aflection budded, and its bloom 
Opened to suns and zephyrs, still and warm. 
Ere chilled and withered by that coming storm, 
Of all our brightest hopes Ae common doom ? 
Young as thou art, thy heart must surely know 
Bitter and keen-felt sorrows, for the tear 
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Is brirommg on thine eyelids, and their flow 

Has stained thy cheeka I look, and seem to hear 

From trembling lips a tone, that winds its way 

Into my sympathizing heart. How fair 

Thy sral, ehembie features I they were seen 

!^ feeling Fancy in its peopled air, 

lliat teems with all of beauty that haih been. 

Backward in waving ringlets flows thy hair 

Of aubnm glosanesa ; thy brow of snow. 

Smoother than sculptured marble, fidi and high, 

And crowning with its graceful curve thine eye 

Pregnant witi thought and feeling, and its glow, 

When kindled, like a blade of tempered steel ; 

Those lips, that move so touchingly, and send 

Persuasion to the listening youth, and blend 

In rapid flow tlieir smiles and tremblings, — all 

Around thy face so Grecian and so holy. 

That, as I gaze npon its charms, I feel 

My rjang heart swell with the tears that fall 

In tender but delightful melancholy. 

Such tears are of a holy kind, that shed 

Brightness on those who weep them, like the veil 

Of dewy l^ht, whose liquid lustre throws 

A clearer tmt of beauty on the rose, 

Or like the folds of morning mist, that sail 

In iris pcnnp around the mountain's head. 

With thy pxae spirit, thy enchanted eye 

Beading the visioned lovebness of air, 

The bright celestiai forms that wander there. 

And ot^en sweep with sounding pinion by ; 

With thy soil bosom, melting at the tone 

Offender, fond entreaty, burning still 

To reach with tireless step the gSden throne 

That Truth has planted on her holy hill, — 

With one so fair, so sweet, and yet so high 

In all her aspirations, I could blend 

Thought, wish, and feeling,^Ilme might hasten 

And age invade us, Love could never end. 
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SONNETS, 
1. 
WiNTEK is HOW around me, anJ tlifi snow 

Has thrown its mantle over herb, tree, flower; 

The icicle has tapestried the bower, 
And in a crj'stal sheet the rivers flow ; 
And mustering from the north, at evening, blow 

The hollow wiads, and through the star-Et hour 

Shake from the icy wood a rattling shower. 
That tinkles on tie glaaay crust below ; 
And Jfoming rises in ft saffron glow, 

rouring her splendor through the fretted grove, 
In tints that round the heart enchantment throw, 

Like what the Graces in their girdle wove ; 
And shining on the mountain's frosted brow, 

That o'er the gilded landscape looks afar, 
Her kindling beams the virgin mantle strow 

With drops of gold, that twinkle like a star. 

n. 

Its bitterness the heart alone can know, — 

The blight, the death of hope, and love, and fame ; 

The fire that all can dim, and none can tame ; 
Departed peace, wluoh time can ne'er bestow; 
The tender feelings of unsullied years, 

When earth and heaven are beautiful and bright, 

IVlven notliing dims the eye's serenest light, 
And life is fairer seen throi^h innocent tears. 
O, who would wear the tedious years away, 

That hang around ns like a rusted chain, 
Clinging the closer each duU, joyless day. 

And printing all its links in scats of pain, 
O, who can fijw this Intterneffi of heart, 

This death-like chill, that curdles all the soul. 
This ever-writhing round a venomed dart, 
Hor keenly wish to reach life's final goal. 



Google 



m. 

"What bird can sing when storms are in the sky, 
When flowers and verdure from the turf are 

Hoiw can the nighted traveller carol on 
■When winds are loud, and lightning flashes by ? 
How caa the lip smile, when all prcepeeta die, 

When earth is but one cold and lifeless waste ? 
And how can pleasure brighten up the eye, 

When hope has, like a lovely night-dream. 



When days are lingering onward dark and slow. 

And suna arise, but brightly shine no more, — ■ 
When gloom has covered all that charmed below, 

And notMng lures us on, — when life is o'er ? 
The heatt has then no fountain of delight. 

The eye has then no spirit to illume ; 
A worse than death has withered wth its blight 

All hope's fair visions, and all fancy's bloom. 

IV. 

The blue heaven spreads before me, with its keen 
And countless eyes of brightness, — worlds are 

The boldest spirit cannot spring and dare 
The peopled universe, that burns between 
This earth and Nothing. — Thought can wing its 

Swifter tha« lightning flashes, or the beam 

That hastens on the pinions of the morn ; 

But quicker than the glowing dart of day 

It tires and fainta along the starry stream, 

A wave of suns through boundless etlier borne. — 

Though infinite, eternal I yet one power 

Sits on the Almighty centre, whither tend 
All worlds and beings from time's natal hour, 

lUl suns and all Uieir satellites shtJl end. 

■ Cu'-'Sl^^ 



MAID OF YEMEN. 

Dauk mwd <rf Yemen ! from the tnfted grove 
Of (late-trees, full in bloom, at sanaet glowin". 
Anil o'er the drifted sand their shadow throwing, — ■ 
]Maid of the flaahiug eye, that kilidles love. 
Go with ma now ta yonder myrtle bower. 
That nines its perfume on the deep^re«n wave, 
And, gathering from the desert every flower, 
Bind la their sweetest links thy willing slave. 
Bring snowy rings from beds of coffee, twine 
The myrrh and cassia round my offered amia; 
0, let the red-rose blend its freshest charms. 
And (UI its breathing odors now be thine ! 
Maid of the glossy brow, the swelling cheek 
Clear as thejuiee that ripens in the rind 
Of GranatJne, whose locks flow on the wind, 
Like the lightrstrcaraing clouds, that often streak 
Tbe pure ^y of thy country, — maid, whose tone 
Tells of a heart that beats with keenest thrill. 
Whose glances burn, like serpent eyes, that kill, — 
maid of Yemen I loose thy girded zone. 
And spread abroad thy beauty, now the hour 
Of tender thought steals on, and we are met 
In loneliness and freedom, when the power, 
Tliat spcH'ted erSt amid the Grecian isles. 
Against our hearts his point of flame lias set. 
And, as he twangs bis burning bow-string, smiles. 



FKEEDOM. 

O THOU, who dwelt in lofliness. 
Ere man had learned to fall ; 

Ere penury drank, in bitterness, 
Ita wormwood and its gall ; 

Ere wealth had reared its golden piles 
Where nations bow the kn 
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Sut health, all radiant o*eF with smiles, 
Made man unbent and free ; — 

Thou Spirit 1 who pcrvad'st the wild 

And desert wildeiiiess, 
But in thy wrath hast never smiled 

Where crouching tliousands press ; 
"Who, through the danger and flie dread. 

The high-soiiled hero bore, 
Unshook by fear, by glory led. 

Through battle's deepest roar ; — 

O, thou wilt never come and dwell 

Where men in cities throng : 
Where heartless pimps, in tnuinph, swell, 

To power, a piean song : 
Thou shmi'st the base and erawlii^ herd ; 

The desert is fliy home ; 
And with the pinions of a bird. 

Thou only there wilt roam. 

O Spuit ! take me then with thee. 

Where winds of ocean blow ; 
Till life, replete with ecstasy, 

To inspii-ation glow : 
0, let me wander freely there. 

Till death my being s^ver ; 
Then through the brightest fields of air, 

A Spirit, float for evei-. 



Give the Warrior Chief liis due, 
iilm who, fo his country true, 
Boldly, at her summons, flew, 

Fired with gallantiy ! 
Him who met the foe in fight. 
And with death-fires lit Ihe night. 
Till his valor turned in flight 

Eritdn's chjvahy. 
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Crown him with the laurel wreath, 
Hail him with the clarion's breath, 
Him who, in the face of death, 

Battled fearlessly. 
Let the bard a chaplet twine, 
Deathless gift of song diyine, 
And tlie hero's name will shine 

Through eternity. 

Cherish then the eon of song: 
He shall proudly bear along. 
High above the meaner throng, 

Light and Liberty. 
Let the voice of music rise. 
Let the painter seek his dyes 
In the gjory of the sties, 

For the bold and free. 

Let the rostral trumpet blow. 
And to Eastern monarchs show 
How tlie fires of freedom alow, 

Fires that cannot &e. 
Then, our nation's fame shall thrive, 
And to endless iu;es live. 
For the song and pen can give 

Immortahty. 



n. to the land of the free and the bold, 
lere honor and justice have planted their throne, 
lere the hearts of the meanest can never be sold, 
; order and liberty reign there alone ! 
nail to the soula that can never be slaves, 
Who boast of the rights they have won by the sword, 
Who fight for their forefathers' altars and graves, 
j5-ii(1 soar as the et^le who rescued them soared I 
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;74 1 8AW THE SUN. 

Hail to the land we have cherished so long, — 
The soil inhere the bright tree of liberty crows! 
May its root deeper aink, and its branches be strong, 
While the wave of the ocean in majesty flows ! 
Long may we meet and be glad in its shade, 
Secure from the tempests that madden the world; 
Its leaves shall be gi'een, and its flowers never fade, 
And the starred fl^, that tops it, be ever uniuried. 

Hail to the cradle where liberty drew 
The pure air that ireemen alone can inhale I 
Here the crowd never toiled for the gain of the few. 
And the palace ne'er shadowed the cot in the vale : 
We swore on our swords and our hearts to unite. 
Till the chain should be broken, the slave should be 

And the hands that are daring in battle for right, 
To welcome as brothers, wherever they be. 

Then hail to the natiooB, who wake from the sleep 
Of a long night of darkiiess, like giants from wine. 
To the lieroes who rouse in their greatness, and leap 
To gather the laurels on liberty's shrine ! 
Their fetters are broken, their tyrants are fled. 
And the hands of the North and the South shall unite 
To raise, o'er the tombs of the glorious dead, 
A temple of honor, and crown it with light. 



I BAW tlie sun, at the daivning of day, 
Chasing the manljing mist away, 

And tinging it over with gold ; 
The clouds that beftjre his face were driven 
Were rich with the deepest hues of heaven. 

And in volumes of crimson rolled: 
The world was blooming and bright and fiiir, 
But nor life nor love was moving there. 
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I SAW THE SUN. 175 

I aaw that sun, at his setting hour, 
Send over the hilla an aralier shower 

Of softer and mellower rays ; 
It bronzed the trunks of the moss-growa wood, 
And bathed their leaves in a golden flood. 

As he sank in hia fullest blaze : 
The world was dewy and calm and fair, 
But nor life nor love was moving there. 

I saw the moon, at the noon of night, 
Crowning the sky serenely bright. 

And gilding the waves below ; - 
Clear in her beam the white frost shone, 
As if over the fields were loosely thrown 

A sparkling sheet of snow : 
The world was silent and pure and h,ir, 
But nor life nor love was moving there, 

I saw, on her gay and purple wing, 
The light and laughing spirit of Spring, 

Strewing the earth wiui flowers ; 
The leafless shrubs were hung with bloom, 
And an airy wave of soft perfume 

Was poured from the budding bowers: 
The world was smiling and sweet and fair, 
But nor life nor love was moving there. 

I saw through the sliade of a maple grove. 
In the light of her youth and beauty, move 

The fancied queen of my soul ; 
From her bright and quenchless orbs of blue 
The arrows rf thought and feeling flew. 

And the tears of compassion stole : 
O, she was the image of all that is fair. 
And life and lov? were moving ther^ 
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Two flowers were buddiag on one stem, 

Imbued with fragrance, fi«sh with dew, 
And bent with many a trieltliiig gem, 

Hat trembled as the west wma blew; 
And softly shone their erimson through 

That ydl of crystal purity, 
And as the thrush around them flew, 

He elearer piped his melody. 

Two fledglings, in a ring-dove's nest, 

With tender bill, amf feeble wing. 
Sat brooding on then" downy breast, 

And they had just begun to sing, 
And as they saw their mother bring, 

With tireless love, the food she bore, 
They made the woods around tliem ring 

The infant note they carolled o'er. 

I saw, along the ocean, sail 

Two barks, that flew before the wind; 
The canvas swelling to the gale, 

They lefl^ a foanuug wake behind, 
And low the bellying sheet inclined, 

As freshly blew the sweeping blast; 
But slall the pilot kept in mmc^ 

There was a peaceful port at laat. 

I saw, along the cloudless sky. 

Two stars adorn the brow of night; 
They shone serenely on my eye. 

With pure and unofienmng b^ht; 
The beam wm mellower thMi bnght. 

Like gems that twinkle in their mine ; 
It soothed and tranquillized the sight. 

And seemed a spark of love divme. 

In beauty, sweetness, age, and soul : 
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I FOUSB THEE OS AN APPLE-TRUE, I 

Theii' bosom wfs tlie stainieae throne 
■Where virtue held supreme control, 

Their hearts were pointed to the pole 
By God to erring mortala given, 

Ihe bright, the pure, the happy goal, 
That waits the fair and good in heaven. 



I FOUKi) thee on an apple-tree, 

Foot sickly and untjmeiy flow 

T is not the time for thee to be 



When April daneea o'er the plain ; 

Without her soft, refreshing shower, 

Thy purpLa leaf ia spread in viun. 

The bough is freshly green around 

With ^ the tender hue of May ; 
But short thy stinted being's hound ; 

One wind will blow thy leaves away. 
One frost will all tliy honors lay, 

And seared and brown thy tint will be, 
And never on an Autumn's day 

The fruit will ripen after thee. 

Sad emblem of the timid mind. 

The delicate, the aluinfcing form, 
The heart too tender, too refined, 

To dwell in life's nnpitying storm : 
But there shall come a still, a warm, 

A fragrant, an eternal Spring, 
Where envy never can deform, 

Nor power its chill, cold fetter fling. 



I SAW, TJPOH A UOUNTAIN. 



Sweet, sMnted haunt of earlj- daysl* 
With thee roy lingering spirit stays, 
And muses on the balmy hours, 
When forth I wandered ailer showers ; 
When bushy knoll, and meadow ^een, 
Were spangled with the dewy sheen, 
And evening calmly came along, 
And gave my ear the rustic song. 

Sweet, samted hannt ! those days aax &<r 
And I am left, to steal alone, 
In tears, along a foreign shore, 
And loc^ the DOiuidless ocean o'er 
For thy dear spot, and all that threw 
Enchantment on my ample view : 
Bnt truth has txM my heart too well, 
That joy can never with me dwell ; 
For early hopes and loves are dead, 
And every charm of home has fled. 



a fbTOriCe paEtoF&l mtflsuTj 



I SAW, upon a mountain, 

A violet newly springing, 

And round the broken rocks a perfume sheddiii 

It grew beside a fountain, 

Its Bubbling water ringing, 

And down a turfy slope its current spreading. 

And greenest ■grass imbedding ; 

There the sunbeams poured their glory. 



I SAW, UPON A MOUNTAIN. 179 

At morn in golden briglitness ; 

And many a song of lightneaa 

The careless Ehepherd sung, and many a story 

He told of love dcapairing. 

Himself in all their joy and sorrow sharing. 

I loved that quiet valley. 

When sultry noon was firing 

The cloiidleas sky, that o'er my head was glowing ; 

And in a eool, dark alley, 

In solitude retiring, 

Where bending elms their tufted boughs were 

throwing, 
And softest gales were blowing, - — 
There I breathed my bosom's anguish 
In many a strain -of sorrow. 
And trom the dove would borrow 
Her melancholy tones and dying langwah. 
When with the zephyr blending, 
That murmurs through the reeds before it bending. 

In lonely peace repo^ng, 

Igazed upon the ocean, 

"rtiat in the distant view was proudly swelling ; 

I iay till day was closing. 

And with a sotter motion 

The riiwidoye fluttered round bis airy dwelling, 

Still to bis turtle telling 

The tender love he bore her; 

And like a fond one ^ghing. 

As if his heart was dying, 

He sat among the boughs that trembled o'er her ; 

The while, in eddies whirling. 

The mellow brook in day's last light was curling. 

The wind was faintly sighing, 
The boughs were lightly dancing. 



iiy bod the brook was chiming ; 



IS dying. 
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180 I SAW, UPON A MODNTAIN. 

The leaves were dimly glancing, 

The loaded vine, that o'er the elm was climbing. 

Still with the light air timing. 

In a slower curve were waving 

Its clusters freshly breathing, 

And with its foliage wreathing, 

Like hyaeinths the early meMow paving. 

And in the dewy morning 

Wilh richest hues the grajsy plain adorning. 

The moon was on the ocean ; 

The billows, proudly swelling. 

Heaved to her light their tops in foamy brightness ; 

With slow, majestic motion. 

O'er Tethys' coral dwelling 

They curled their glassy ridge in snowy whiteness, 

Tossing with downy lighinesB; 

And loud and long their roaring, 

Like peals of distant thnnder, 

Or inountaina rent asunder. 

When high in air the volean's flame is soaring. 

Wide o'er the dark waste rolling, 

Seemed like a knell the sailor's ruin tolling. 

Through leaves and boughs inwoven, 

My grassy pillow shading, 

Her silver orb in broken light was gleaming; 

Now, where the rock was doven, 

Through fleecy vapor wading. 

Her vn-mn fire, in deeper distance beaming. 

In one mil flood was streaming : 

With tender, smeet emotion. 

My bosom gently swelling, 

J sought my quiet dwelling. 

And rtused to heaven my neart's intense devotion, 



I WILL go to tile grave where my cLild has gone, 

And strew its turf with flowers; 
He was my loved and only one, 

He charm of my lonely hours : 
O, he was life in its freshest bloom, 

He cheered rae many a day; 
Hia smile and his heauty lit my gloom, 

And chased its nigbt away. 



His moflier'B pride he grew ; 
He seemed like an infant germ of power. 

So bright he met my view: 
1 saw, in his gay, exulting face. 

The future greatness glow ; 
And I thought hia light lufanline grace 

To manhood's might would grow. 

I read, in every word and smile. 

The father's look and tone ; 
And I hung on those dear ej'ea, the while. 

As when first our hearts were one : 
So bright a vision could not last, 

That dear iUnrion fled ; 
Like a rMnbow-cloud away it passed 

To the cold and voiceless dead. 

But there is a home where dear ones meet, 

And blend their innocent love ; 
Wlieve hours of happineaa never fleet, 

In the peaceful world above ; 
Where the Unks, that bind our souls by death, 

Shall never he broken more, 
£ut a better life, with its quickening breath. 

Shall every charm restore : 
Then cease, je bitter tears, to fall ; 

My heart its grief shall bear, 
Till I hear, from Heaven, the tender call 

Of have invil« me there. ^ ^ Googic 



i WEEPIKG SKIES- 



THE CAREIER PIGEON. 

Come hither, thoa beautiful rovei*, 

Thou wanderer of earth, and of air ; 
Wlio bearest the sighs of the lover. 

And bringest him news of his fair: 
Bend hither thy light-waving pinion. 

And show me the gloss oithy nect ; 
O, perch on my hand, dearest minion. 

And turn up thy bnght eye, and peck. 

Here is bread, of the wliiteat and sweetest. 

And there is a sip of red wine; 
Tliough thy wing is the lightest and fleetest, 

'T will be fleeter when nerved by the vine : 
I have written, on rose-ecented paper. 

With thy wing-quill, a soft MlleUdoux, 
I have melted the wax in love's taper, 

'Tis the color of true hearts, sky-blue. 

I have fastened it under thy pinion, 

"With a blue ribbon round thy soft neck ; 
So go from me, beautiful minion. 

While the pure ether shows not a speck- 
Like a cloud m the dim distance fleetmg. 

Like an arrow, he hurries away : 
And farther and farther retreating, 

He is lost in the clear blue of day. 



Thesb weeping skies, tiese weeping skies. 

They weep so much, that I weep too ; 
And every tiing, like Mary's eyes, 

Around, above, below, looks blue. 
Such d^^ as these will never do, 

My Muse can never soar again ; 
Her wings are wetted through and through, 

She tnea to fly, but all in vain. 



Love lirought a mreatli, a laurel wreath. 

And it was steeped in fog, not dew ; 
The little urchin lirooped beneath, 

And gladly down lus burden threw. 
" The Sylphs have sent a TCreatli to you." 

He lauded as he his errand told. 
"What makes it loolt so very blue?" 

Says Love, " It 's only touched with mould."- 

I twined the wreath around my brow, 

And felt my brain grow aumb and chiU ; 
If I liad worn the wreath IJll now, 

My heart had been for ever still. 
Oh ! skies that weep so mueh will kill 

The Muses, and their servant. Love ; 
Their home is on the sunny hill. 

Where naught is blue hut heaveii above. 



Faik breaks the morning on my eye, 
After long days of gloom and sorrow ; 
Bright 13 the cloud, as it floats on high. 



Li^ht blows the wind along the sea. 
Heaving the wave with peaceful motion ; 
Gayly the mariner carols, free 
As a heart that is light and strong can I 
When afloat, like a bird, on the boundless oc 

Dimmer and dimmer grows the shore. 

Laid, like a fold, on the water's pillow ; 

Steadily glides, the gale before, 

The ship, in its fullest canvas, o'er 

The glassy breast of the rolling Wllow. 
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184 NOW THE 

Hiding along, like a mighty ark, 

The gallant vessel skims aie water, 
Leaving behind a foaming mark, 
Like a whale, when lie flies before tie bark, 

ImpeEed in the crioison pathof slaughter. 

O, liow delightfullj' on my eye 
Comes the clear mom of sunny brightneaa ! 
Higher and bluer swells the sky. 
With a swifter wing the gannets fly, 
And the billow heaves wiih a purer whiteness. 

Give me but winds that steadily blow, 
Sending the ship, like a dart, o'er the ocean ; 
Then shall my life's blood lighter flow. 
And my eye shall beam with a brighter glow, 
And my heart shall sweE in its deep devotion. 

Country and friends I leave behind. 

Flying, on wings, the ocean over : 
Come, with a fleeter foot, thou wind. 
And bear me on, till my heart shall find 

The home that awaits the restless rover. 



Kow tlie setting sun is glowing. 

Far along the golden sea; 
Many an ocean wave is flowing. 

Dearest, 'tween thy home and me ; 
To my lonely bosom showing, 

1 shall never meet with thee, 

Now my heart is madly beating. 

As I linger on the west. 
Where the golden sun, retreating. 

Blazes on the billow's breast ; 
Bright and ftur, but oh ! as fleeting. 

Was the smile tiiat made me blest. , 



Kovr that orb is dimly stealing 
To his palace ia the deep ; 

Homeward now the gannets wheeling 
O'er the rolling ocean sweep : 

But in me the pan^ of feeling 
15ine ean never lay asleep. 

Let me onward, o'er the ocean, 
Distance cannot cure my ill ; 

Kise, ye waves, in wildest motion. 
But my heart is throbbing atiU ; 

Let it burn with full devotion, — 
Deeper, — it will sooner kilL 



SONG OF THE REIM-KENNAK. 

Eagle of the far Northwest 1 

Thou, who bear's! the thunderer's bow. 
Thou, who eom'st with lightning crest, 

And with eye of swarfliy glow ; 
Thou, who laAiest with thy wing, 

Wild in rage, the foaming deep, 
"ni! the wamng billows aprmg, 

And the upturned waters leap ; 
Thon, who send'st thy scream of wrath, 

Like a nation's dymg cry. 
Sweeping on thy surging path. 

Like the roar of tempest, by ; 
When thy scream is wild in ire, 

When thy wing is swift as death, 
At my bidding, quench thy lire ! 

At my triddmg, hnsh thy bi-eathl 

Thou hast met the mountain pine, — 

And the towering wood is low ; 
Thon hast spread those wings of thine, — 

Ocean steeds their prowess know ; 
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& SONG OF THE R 

When (he. bark in triumph rides 

Proudly in its press of sail, 
Lo ! itij pinions lash the tides. 

And the stoutest seamen quail ; 
Where aloft the tower of nught 

Crowns in pride the cloud-capt rock. 
There thou bend'st thy matidenmg flight, 

And it shivers in the shock ; 
Though the clouds before thee fly. 

Though thou rulest rock and tower, 
Thou snalt lay thy fuiy by, 

When thou hear'st mj spell of power. 

At the uttering of my spell, 

Faint and f^I the flying deer; 
Bloodhounds cease then* muttered yell, 

When the mighty sound is near ; 
Then the wild hawks stoop their wing. 

Then the wolves their howling hush. 
Then around the magic ring 

Glaring fiends and goblins rush : 
Thou, who acom'st the scream and yell 

Echoed from the midnight wreck, 
Sneering with the laugh of hell 

As the wild waves sweep the deck; 
Thou, who hear'st, with shouts of glee, 

Crushii^ roof and pillar fell, — 
Ikon shalt listen unto me, — 

Me, who rule and conq^uer all. 

From thy fury on the deep. 

From thy niadness on the store, 
Where the wailing widows weep 

Those who sink to rise no more, 
From the ravage of tlie wood. 

From the sweeping of the plain. 
From the swelling of the floM, 

Come, and hear my Bunie stnun. 
Let thy giant wing be stil), 

Letfte ooeui cease » rom, Googic 



Settle oa that lonely hill, 

Dart thy bolt, and flash no more ; — 
Thou, who, from the far Northwest, 

Scour'st the wild sea in thy course, 
Fold thy rapid wings in rest, 

Coaquer^ by any magic force. 

Eaffle of the far Northwest I 

ThoH hast furled thy sweeping s^, 
Thou hast closed thy win^ in rest. 

For my charm and spell prev^I : 
How I bid thee steal away. 

O'er the calmly rolling wave ; 
Go, and till I call thee, stay 

Slumbering in thy icy cave : 
Sweet and Mlent be thy sleep. 

On the rock beneath the pole ; 
Let thy rest be still and deep, 

mi thon feel'at my strong control : 
1 can rouse thee with my spell, 

Bh^l of might and bird of flame I 
Then one word thy rage can quell. 

And thy wildest fury tame. 



The wave is resting on Ihe sea, 
Or only ripplea into smiles. 
That curl and twinkle silently 
Around the cocoa-tufted isles ; 
Beneath the Moro's frowning waOa 
The feintest chime (f oceanTalls, 
As if the rolling (empesl^swell. 
Subdued by moonlight's magic spell. 
Were murmuring its last farewelL 
And now the distant breath of flutes. 
Or tinkling of the light guitars, 
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The mellow soiiad of love, fliat suits 
The silent winds and drowsy stars. 
When eiicli discordant note is stiil, 
And all the hnm of day at rest. 
And tender tones more inly thrill 
The yet unstained and virgin breast, — 
These sounds, that tell the heart's devotion, 
Come floating npward from the ocean, 
Ab, skimming throngh the flaky foam, 
The light canoes are calmly driven 
By winds, that send them to their home, 
So soft, they seem the gales of heaven. 

Bnt ^'Ot the reckless pirate keeps 
His tiger watch, while nature sleeps, 
And m his thirsting hope unsheathes 
The sword that glares with sullen flame ; 
With firm-set teeth he sternly hreathes 
His cnrses on each better name ; 
Careless he stands, prepared to strike 
Friend, stranger, foe, for gain, ahke. 
As wolves who gather in the wood. 
And lurk till chance their prey has given. 
Then, burning in their thirst lor blood, 
With fiendlike yells are madly driven : 
So cowers the pirate in his cave, 
Till iar away the snowy sail 
Moves calmly o'er the mirrored wave. 
And flutters in the dj-ing gale ; 
Then, with a demon swell of hea^, 
He hurries from the guilty shore, 
And stealing on it, like a dart. 
He dyes that snowy sail in gore. 
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I WOULD FOLLOW THE SUN. 189 

There 's a valley that lies in the bosom of hilla, 

Where the wind ever calmly and silently blows, 
And a atream, that collects from the mountMn its 
rilla, 

Over pebbles and shells in a clear current flows, 
Whose waters through meadows go stealing away, 

Reflecting the willows that ^w on their brim, 
And shun, under evergreen thickets, the day. 

Where the noou-hours, when brightest, I3te twi- 
light are dim ; 
Where the hrctok sleeps as still, in its ebony well, 

As the hush of a bee in the bell of a flower, 
Or the life that is waiting to burst from its shell. 

And charm with its melody meadow and bower ; 
Where the leaves, that are platted and woven 
above. 

Shut out every glimpse of the sun and the sty. 
And the flowers are as pale as a mourner in love. 

And ever are wet like the lids of her eye ; 
Where sorrow for ever her vigil might keep, 

And silence be still as the dead id their grave ; 
Where the heart that is rifled and broken might 

And mingle its tears with the motionless wave. 
In the shade of a valley so lonely and still, 

I could live in a qitiet and fancifiil dream ; 
ITot a wish of my heart would go over the hill. 

But life glide away like the flow of the stream. 



I WOULD follow the sun when the north winds arise, 
And Autumn has taken its blue from the skies ; 
I would go, with the birds and the flowers in their 

Iph, o'er the wide-rolliug waves of the 



Tis pleasant to stray in a tropical grove. 

Where flowers, fruits, aad foliage are lilended 

above, 
Where the sky, as it opens so vividly through, 
b pure as a spirit ia mantle of h!ue. 
Where the wind ccanes perfilmed from the orange 

and lime. 
And the myrtle is ever in bloom in that clime, 
Where the citron its green and its gold ever wears. 
And the birds are for ever caresang in pairs : — 
O, 'tis pleasant awhile in those croves to remain. 
Till firing comes to vi^t and cmm us again. 

But I never could etay when the winter has fled, 
And the flowers of the valley awake from the dead, 
When April has moistened the earth with its shower, 
And May is enameUing meadow and bower, 
When the woods are in leaf, and the orchards are 

blooming, 
And the hill in the gray mist of morning Is looming, 
When the air is as sweet from the peai^tree and 

clover, 
As a wind that has travelled rich Arahy over. 
When the thickets arc living with music and woo- 
ing. 
And the light wings of swallows their mates are 

pmsuing : — 
O, when mountiun birds call me, I cannot remain, 
So away to the land of my fathers again 1 
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THE PIEATE LOVEK. 

Thou Tiaat gone from thy lover, 

Thou lord of the sea! 
The illuMon k over, 

That bound me to thee ; 
1 cannot regret thee, 

Though dearest thou -wert, 
Nor caa I foi^t thee, 

Thou lord of my heart 1 

I loved thee too deeply 

To hate thee and live ; 
I am blind to the brightest 

My country can give ; 
But I cannot behold thee 

In plunder and gore. 
And thy Minna can fold tbee 

In fondness no more. 

Far over the billow 

Thy black vessel ridea; 
The wave is thy pillow, 

Thy pathway the tides; 
Thy cannon are pointed. 

Thy red H&g on high, 
Thy crew are undaunted, 

Sat yet thou must die. 

I thoudit thou wert brave 

As the searfcinga of old ; 
But thy heart is a slave, 

And a vassal to gold : 
My feith can be plight«d 

To none but the free ; 
Thy low heart has blighted 

ily fond hopes in thee. 
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THE FAREWELL. 

I will not upbraid thee ; 

I leave thee to bear 
The shame tbou hast made thee, 

Its danger and care : 
As thy banner ia streaming 

Far over the sea, 
O, my fond lieart ia dreaming. 

And breaking for thee. 

Myheart thou hast broken, 

Thou lord of the wave! 
Thou hast left me a taken 

To rest in my grave : 
Though fiilse, mean, and cruel, 

Thou still must be dear. 
And thy name, h"ke a jewel, 

Be treasured up here. 



THE FAKEWELL. 

Must hearts who love so dearly part, 

And must they bid adieu ? 
And mast those eyes, in weeping, dart 

Their last and fondest view ? 
How eruei comes the parting day, 

When we have parted never, 
And one must wander far away, 

To come no more for ever! 

They lived securely in their glen, 

Like doves they fondly loved. 
And never had their feet, till then. 

Beyond their mountains roved ; 
But lar a*ay the trumpet calls 

To danger and to death ; 
How cold and heavy on them falls 

That trumpet's warning breath ! 
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For war is noiv upon tJieir shores, 

And he roust meet the foe, 
Must go where battle's thunder roars, 

And brave men slumber low ; 
Go, where the sleep of death comes on 

The proudest hearts, who dare 
To gi'asp the wreath by vaior won, 

And glory's banquet share. 

O, bright the wreath the warrior twines I 

But dark the heart it covers, 
For like a blasting fii-e it shines 

On widowed wives and lovers : 
How glorious is the front of fight, 

When first the ^un has spoken ! 
But dimly gleams it; after light, 

For many a heart is broken. 

Tes, they must part, who loved bo long, 

AJnd part for ever too ; 
How many bitter feelings throng 

Around that last adieu ! 



Let us love while life is young, 
And the vital stream is glowing ; 
' When the heart is newly strung. 
And the tide of health is flowing. 

Let us pluck tlie Paphian rose, 
When its bud is- firet mifolding ; 

Ere its withered petals close, 
In the misty darkness moulding- 
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i LET US IXIVE WHILE irPB IS TOUm 

Pluck it, Tvlien t!ie morning dew 
Twinkles on the new-blown lower, 

And the vernal sky of blue 

Opens through the meltJng eliower. 

Pluck it, when tlie air is sweet. 

And the winds no more are chilling; 

When the loving swallows meet, 
And the soft^eyed doves are hilling. 

Weave it in a wreath of bloom. 
Let it bind our hearts together; 

Kow when life is all perfimie. 

Warm and bright as April weather ; 

Now when life is dancing on, 

Lite abrook, where flowers are blowii 
Curling upward to the sun. 

Or in mirrored beaulj flowing ; 

Ere those waving locks of jet, 
By the touch of i^e, are thinning, 

Whue the cheek is blooming yet, 
And the eye Js bright ana winning. 

Love in life's delightful spring, — 
Ton wiU find returning passion ; 

Wait till youtii has taken wing, — 
Love 1™! then be out of taahion. 

If you have a bosom bright 

Longer than the form around it, 

Beauty never will requite 

Love like that, hut only wound it. 
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THT CHA&MS AEE ALL 



Tht charms are all decaying, love, 
The smile that once was playing, love, 

80 pure and bright. 

It seemed hut light 
From day's clear fountiun straying, love, - 

That smile away is stealing, love, 
Thy lip no more revealing, love, 

The sweets of soul. 

That Cupid stole 
To fill his cup of feeling, love. 



That lip -will shed its 

Thy form will lose its fleetneaa, love. 

Arrayed no more, 

As when it wore 
The snowy veil of neatness, love. 

O, time is stealing hy us, love, 
And age is drawing nigh us, love ; 

So let me sip 

Thy dewy hp 
Before the young hours fly us, love. 

The rose of youth is hlowing, love, 
The tide of health is flowing, love ; 

Then let me be 

Entwined to thee. 
As elms and vines are growing, love. 

A chain of flowers has twined us, love, 
And blest the hours shall find us, love } 

Then heart from heart 

No more shall part, 
nil age aad death unhiiui us, love. 
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! LUKATIC GIRL. 



THE LUNATIC GIEL. 

'T WAS OQ a raoonsliiiie night like this, we took our 

last farewell ; 
And as lie gave liis parting kiss, I felt my boaom 

He said, " Adieu, my Caroline," but I said not a 

Tet never heart was fond like mine, — how wild 
that dark bush stirred 1 

The moon was round, the moon was bright, the 
moon was riding high ; 

It waa juat such a pleasant night, and he was stand- 
ing by: 

The Bweet bird sung hia roundelay, he mocked me 
all night long; 

*Tis winter, and he 's floivn away, or 1 should hear 
his song. 

The moon looks down upon the spring, — she can- 
not melt it though ; 

The pretty bird has spread hia wing, — he does not 
love the snow ; 

The Minds blow bard, — they say, at sea, such 
winda will raise a atoim ; 

I wish my love was here by me, — my heart would 
keep him worm. 

I have a hat of sti-aw for thee; I wove it, and I 

To think thou wert so far at sea, and I the toy have 

I made a basket, which I filled with lilies to the 

But pluckin" them their beauty killed, and so I 
thought of him. 
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COMK TO MY HEAHT. 197 

Tliey say the moon loves such as I, — hevlove is 

very cold ; 
She floals BO BofUy through the sky, I 'd take her 

down and fold 
My eloak around her snowy face, and warm her on 

my heart; — 
O, no I she needs a warmer jilaec I — How could we 

ever part ! 

What can my heart have done, to make me love so 

much the moon. ? 
My fingers are so cold, they ache, — I shall be fro- 

I would not love my lover so, — my tears are never 

I hear liiin call, and I roust go, — and so, sweet 
moon, good by. 



Comb to ray heai-t, thou stricken deerl 

Tlie world has aimed its shait at thee ; 
There is a -welcome shelter here, 

There are no enemies with me. 
Thou art too fair and delicate, 

To bide the cold and pelting storm : 
O, fly the world, that can but hate 

The brighter cheek and fairer form. 

Fly to my heart, thou mournmg dove ! 

And seek a refuge in my nest ; 
I '11 fold around my wings of love, 

And hush tliy beating pulae to rest. 
I heard tlie death-shot m the wood, 

I saw (he fowler clip thy wing; 
Tl^ ruffled wings are dropped with blood, 

But here no &e a dart ehall bring. ,-. . 
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i O MARY, MY DEAREST I 

Come to my home, thon bleeding heart ! 

And trust iky woes to me alone ; 
For thou mayst all thy griefa impart, 

And I will take them as my own, 
I have a, healing balm for thee, 

To stanch thy blood, and soothe thy pain ; 
For kindly touched h 

Thy wound shall n 

The world may scorn thee, if they pleas 

But 1 will dare to love thee Btjll ; 
Beneath these darkly sheltering trees, 

I '11 guard thee safe from every ill. 
For I have ftimid thee kind and (me, 

A tender heart, a melting soul. 
And still I see thine eye of blue 

As brightly and as purely roll. 



O Mahy, my dearest ! though waves rol! between us, 

The light of thy beauty still lives in my heart; 
Though gone all the bright sunny days, that have 

Smiles and whispers and glances c^ feeling im- 

Thougn gone are the horn's when the universe 
brightened. 
And glowed with the purest effulgence of love, 
"When joy, like the flash of a smnmer ek)ud, lights 

And life seemed as sweet as they say 't is above. 

)t forget thee, 

irted my spirit from 

ent of bliss when I met thee 
e bright in this bosom of mine ; 
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The smile on tlij' lip, and the words that were spo- 
ken, 
The fflatice that revealed me the fire of thy soul, 
Like a dream of enchantment that cannot be bro- 

Around me in all their first loveliness roll. 

O Mary, sweet Mary ! O, canst thou foi^t me, 
And think, never think, how we looked' and we 
loved? 

O, wilt thou not bid mc return there, and let me 
Be yet by thy sweetness to ecstasy moved ¥ — 

O, bid me return, — ■ and my spirit rfiall flj' then. 
Like doves from the storm and the hawk, to thmr 

And my heart for no happier dwelling shall sigh 
thf.Ti, 
But cling to tlice,- — never, all ! never lo roam. 



Dove of my heart ! I 've built a nest 

For thee, and for thy young ones too, 
Where they may sweetly sleep, caressed 
Beneath thy ■warm and downy breast, 
As infajits in their cradles do. 

I 've bent around a limber vine, 
To form fi>r thee a coot recess ; 

1 1! scatter roses there, and twine 

Above an arch of eglantine. 
That all within may charm and bless. 

And when the frequent falling showers 

Make green the tender turf in May, 
I'll go and pluck the young-eyed flowers. 
Just opening in the lilac bowers. 
And on t£y mossy pillow lay. 
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And when the aky is bright in June, 
1 11 at within a neighboring shade ; 
And. at the silent hour of noon 
1 11 put my mourning voice in tune 
To sigh around the lonely glade. 

O, come, thou soft, retiring dove ! 

And sit ivithin my downy nest ; 
I TI spread my sky-Hue wings abovej 
Then, in the shadow of my k>ve. 

Brood o'er thy young ones, and be blest. 



She has no heart, but she is fair, — 
The rose, the lily, can't outvie her; 

She amiies so sweetly, that the air 
Seeras full of light and beauty nigh her. 

She has no heart, hut yet her fece 
So many hues of youth revealing, 

With so much liveliness and grace. 
That on my soul 't is ever stealing. 

She has no heart, slie cannot lave, 
But she can kindle love in mine; — 

Strange, that the softness of a dove 
Bound such a thing of ^ can twine. 

She has no heart, — her eye, though bright, 
Has not the brightness of the soul ; 

'T is not the pure and tender light, 
That love from seraph beauty stole. 

'T is but a wild and witching flame. 

That leads us on awhile through flowers, 

Then leaves us, lost in grief and sliame, 
To mourn our vain, departed hours. 



Thou hast no heart;, 



eye again ; 



The winds of the winter are over, 

The Bowers aud the green leaves return; 
Tlie meadow is mantled in clover. 

The hillock is scented with fern ; 
The blue-birda are flittmg and singing 

Their love-notea in thicket and tree. 
But the flowers and the sweet bii-da arc bringing 

No spring and no beauty to me. 

Mv hopes have departed for ever, 

My viaoa of true love is o'er, 
My heart ahajl awaken — ah 1 never. 

There *s a spring to my bosom no more ; 
Tlie rosea that crowned me are blighted, 

The garland 1 cherished is dead ; 
The faith we had promised and plighted 

Is broken, — my lover has fled. 

Tliey saw that my life was decaying, 

For my check lost ita bloom, and grew pale ; 
They saw that my spirit was straying, 

But 1 1»ld not a word of my tale ; 
Not a whisper revealed my deceiver. 

Not an ear heard me sigh or complain. 
For my heart still adored its bereaver, 

And I hoped I should meet liim again. 

lie came,^but another had rifled 

The troth he had plighted to me ; 
I looked on, and my agony stifled, 

Though it burned like uie stiua: of a hee- i 
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O, the sun is now sinking in billows 
That roll, o'er tlie hills, in tlie west; 

But morning will shine through tte willowsi 
And find me for ever at rest. 



The dark cloud is ovei', the storm flies away, 
The sun glances out at the cloMn^ of day ; 
The air now is freshened with rain and with dew. 
And the turf shows a greener and livelier hue ; 



Though day is departing, the birds are awake, 
And m full burst are merry in forest and brake ; 
The mist hovers over the fountain and rill. 
And curls in light folds on the slope of the hill ; 
Tlie bright arch of beauty its loveliness throws 
O'er the cloud, as the west takes the tint of the rose. 

New fragrance is flowing fixim garden and bower. 
The flowers are all urns deeply filled with the 

shower. 
And their incense is rising and floating away, 
To hallow and sweeten the closing of day ; 
The lily, in purer and silkier white, 

ned with the tenderest toucbes of light, 
le shines with deeper carnaljon, and breathes 
Softer balm, as the maiden her coronal wreathes, 
And brighter and clearer the round pearls that drip 
From its leaflets to blend with the dew of her lip. 



shower r 
Like a hand o'er the heartstrings in te 

tlirown. 
It tunes every thought to the mellowest to 
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THE FRENZY OP A LOVEH. 203 

Tlien the eye flaslies keen, tliough. the pressed lip 

be still, 
And hand touches hand with a livelier thrill ; 
Then soft words, in whispers of fondness, are flowing, 
And the cheek with the warm flush of pasaion is 

There is silence and sweetness in earth and in air, 
And the spirit of love aud of beauty is there. 



The frenzy of a lover who can tell 7 

The glow and flush of feeling, when the eye 

Dilates o'er beauty, and the hurning sigh 

Heaves deep, aad strong, and frequent, from the 

Of hearls o'erwrought to rapture, — who can give 
The colors to the canvas, that portray. 
On cheek, and lip, and brow, the ehangeflil play 
Of hope, despair, of ecstasy and pjun 
Too keen for common hearts t» feel aud hve, 
The long, long wish to meet those eyes again. 
The disappointed hope deferred, till all 
Is hung around with doubt's funereal pall. 
And darkness veils the spirit, like tlie gloom 
TliTOWn in embodied blackness from the tomb ? 
O, there are feelings wliich no tongue hath power 
To utter, which come o'er him at Sie hour 
When looks of kindness flash into his soul, 
And tones that tell affection greet his ear. 
And sweet smiles answer, when she leans to hear 
His whispered heart 1 0, then their feelings roll 
Wild as the ocean, when the winds have blown 
Madly, but now the tempest far lias flown. 
And on the curling foam, and bursting wave. 
The sun in all his pomp of brightness glows. 
And stars and flakes of liquid Tighlning pave 
The clefted billows, where they rush and rave 
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204 THEY GAZED UPON EACH OTHEK. 

Around the vessel, as she proudly goes, 
Leaping impetuous on, from aui^ to surge, 
Like coursers whom the calls of hatUe urge 
Onward, with quivering hound and flashing eye, 
To mingle in the thickest fight, and die. 



TuEY gazed upon each other. They were young, 
In the fii-st bloom of beauty. She was fair ; — 
Around her marhle neck her raven htux 

In flowing curls and waving tresses hnng ; 

There was a pensive spirit ui her eye, 
"Whose spartlingjet, beneath a falling lid 
IVinged with its fong, dark lashes, vainly hid 

The fire of love that ht it. She would try 
To seem light-hearted, but whene'er she met 
The eye that fixed upon her, darkly set 

The dawning of her mirth; and deeper glowed 
The clear carnation of her tender cheek ; 
And though she often strove to smile, and speak 

Gayly, the quivering lip and accent showed 
A fire was in ner bosom, whose pure flame 
Not time, nor want, nor force, could q^uench or 

But round hev heart the torch would ever play, 
And eat, through hopeless years, her life away. 



Beneath the pensive willow's shade, 
As evening melts in yonder sky, 

In careless ease inglorious Imd, 
My dreaming moments hover by. 

Why should the mind he racked with care ! 
Why should the hosom heat with pain ? 



PAKAPHUA9E OF ISAIAH XXXIV, 

Our hopes all end in blank despair, 
Our strife for power and weaitti isv^ 

They cannot dry one trickling tear, 
Tb»y cannot hiish one bursting sigh, 

They cannot quell the gloomy fear 
Of death, or bid its ^automs fly. 

Then, all in peace inglorious laid. 
At dewy evening's quiet dawn, 

O, let rae trace the mellow shade 
Advancing o'er the silent lawn. 

Without one wish beyond my lyre, 
I 'd all my careless hoars employ 

In music, and awake the wire 
To tones of grief and trills of joy. 



PAEAPHRASE OF ISAIAH XXXIT.* 

1 Come near, ye people, to the Almighty Lord ; 
Come, listen, all ye nations, to his word, 

And hear the fiat of his sure deci'ee : 
Let the wide earth re-echo to the sound. 
The world, and all its fulness, ring around ; 

For what Jeboval utters — that shall be. 

a Against the nations he has bared his wrath ; 
Fury and indignation mark his path ; 

And all their armies backward shrink in dread : 

Their hosts to one wide slaughter he hath given. 

And by his sweeping sword their cohorts driven, 

Shall roll in one deep, bleeding pile of dead. 



206 PARAPHRASE OP ISAIAH XXXIV. 

s Their corpses heaped upon the battle-field, 
No friend the rites of sepulture shall 3'ield ; 

There they ahaU rot, and welter in the sun : 
The worm shall be their covering, and their shroud 
The stench that rises in a tainted cloud,— 

Like rivers from the hills th^ blood shall run. 

4 And all the host of heaven shall ■waste away, 
A sooty steam shall dim the light of day, 

And darkness brood o'er all witli raven wing ; 
The Bun, the moon, the stai« away shall roU, 
The skies convolving like a foldii^ scroll, 
Aad there unmingled Night her veil shall fling. 

The hosts of heaven shall from their centres rush, 
And all their frame, in one tremendous crush. 

With tr^na flames to earth its arches bend ; 
As when the vine's sere fblit^ failing plays. 
And ripe figs drop in autumn's lonely days, 

So ^all those countless worlds of light descend. 

A The purple of their crime has filled the sky. 



High o'er Chaldea's land that falchion v 

A people doomed and desljned to their graves ; 

It falls, — ui^d onward by the avengmg Lord. 

« It fells, — and eveiy soul a viedm dies; 
lb mangled heaps their weltering corpses rise, 

He king, fie prince, the servant, euI are gone : 
That sword, with slaughter wearied, drips in gore ; 
With clots and hair and brajas bespattered o'er, 

It rests, — the work of vengeance now is done. 

Scared by the terrors of the Conqueror's eye. 
Like sheep and goats, a timorous Jfock, they fly; 

The sword behind themthirstsand flashes still: 
It longs on all their carcases to feed. 
And as the palpitating victims bleed, 

From the warm stream of life to drink its fill. 
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FAItAFHBASE OF IBAIAH XXXIV. 207 

T, a Armies and peasants, camps and cides, all 
Doomed to one spreading desolation, fall, 

Like bulla and lambs before the lion driven ; 
Thesoafced earth steams a hot and feverish cloud. 
The gore-fed weeds their crumbling bones en- 
shroud ; — 
Come near, and see the wrath of injured Heaven. 

3 'T is alent, lonely, desolate, — a land 

Of molten rocks, of white and dazzling sand. 

Where stifling vapors fill the poisoned air ; 

With pitchy slime its slu^ish rivers flow. 

And lava-torrents heave and boil and glow ; 

Bitumen bums, and sulphur flashes were. 

10 The quenchless fire shallredden through the night. 
And send aloft, by daj-, a smoky light. 

And rolling ciouda in heavy folds ascend ; 
From age to age, the traveller, on his path. 
Shuddering shall see that wasted land rf wrath, 

And hack with fearful steps his journey bend. 

Kuin is on that city of renown ; 

Her towersand battlements have thundered down, 

The en^ne of the Lord hath laid them low : 
Tlie buay hum of trade, the slave's employ, 
The warrior's echoed shout, the glee m joy, 

Are hushed in that eternal overthrow. 

II, la The trumpet shall in vain to battle sound ; 
So armed host shall proudly throng around 
Their captmns ; all their pomp and power is 

The courts and chambers, to the Arab's tread, 
King, like the vaulted caverns of the dead, 
And silence sits upon the monarch's throne. 

And there the pelican shall build her nest. 
And feed her young ones from her bleeding breast. 
And by the bittern's boom the hush he iwoke ; . 



i- ISAIAH XXXIV, 

The owlet mt and mourn In every tower, 
And when the day is dark, and tempests lower, 
The raven in Bepulehral omena croak. 

On every tumbling wall and mouldering serine 
The Lord, the unerring Lord, shall stretch hia 

And in eternal ruin thou shfJt lie ; 
Sure OS the plummet settles to the ground. 
Thy courts shall echo, with an empty sound, 

To the seared wanderer, as he hurries by. 

13 And thorns shall chote the palace of her kings, 
The bramUe and the nettle tivine their etinga, 

And mantle o'er her bulwarks and her walls ; 
The lurking lizard there shall dwell and breed, 
The oatrich on the tall, rank grass shall feed. 

That rustling waves in her deserted halls. 

14 In the dark watches of the lonely night, 
Li one infernal chorus shall unite 

The wild-eaf 3 yell, the gaunt hyena's howl ; 
The baboon to his fellow-baboon cry, 
The wild blast of the desert whistling by 

Eing with the harpy screaming of the owl. 

15 There shall the viper nestle, and shiUl lay 

Her filmy eggs, and there her young shall play ; 

There she shall coii, and walcU Deneath the 
sliade, 
And on the traveller, darting, fix her sting ; 
And there the vulture fcJd his sooty wing. 

Beside his mate in sordid slumber laid. 

IB, 17 Go read the fatal volume of the Lord ; 
Go listen to his sure, unerring word : 

"Thou, Babylon, shall rise in glory — never; 
But I will sweep my besom over thee. 
And all thy pomp shall &de, and Ihou shalt be 
A desdation and a hiss for ever." 
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BELIGION. 

Sweet and soul-composing star 
Twinkling in. tlie heavens afar, — 
Who throngh being's lonely night 
Guid'st me with unerring light, 
And thoiigh clouds awhile may roll 
O'er thy brightness and my soul, 
Soon the vapor flits away. 
And the world again is day, — 

Thou, with pnre, consoling beam, 
Shin'st on ISe's unquiet stream ; 
And thy ray of beauty guides 
O'er the dark and tos^itg tides, 
ffiaing with a BmiUnff foi-m 
From the bosom of Uie storm, 
Till, the gloom and tempest past, 
Safe we reach thy home at last 

When 1 weep in grief alone, 
Every fond endearment flown. 
When the cay world has no power 
In this dark and lonely hour. 
Still thy CEdm and lovely beam. 
Bright as morning on a stream. 
Drops a light upon my hreast. 
Hushing every pnlae to rest. 

Life is poor and faint below ; 
Never can its joy bestow 
Pleasure on the pnre in heart, — 
They pursue a better part : 
O'er this dark and turbid sea, 
Hastening onward after thee, 
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In wisdom God hatlLinade the world, 
And alill upholds its wondrous frame ; 

The planets, m their orbita whirled, 
Boll round their endless path the same. 

The same unchanging laws control 
The suns that spaiile in the skies, — 

The waves that now in cahnness roll, 
And now in wildest tempest rise. 

The winds obey his word, and go 

Where'er his mandate sends them forth ; 

They now in balmy zephyrs flow. 
Now whistle irom the icy North. 

The rain descends, the fields are green, 
And sinile to catch the falling lowers; 

The clouds are gone, and earth Js seen 
To mourn in smnmer's scorching hours. 

Lightifings await his voice, and fly 

On win"3 of flame athwart the storm; 

Whose midnight volmne, rolling by, 
Lifts, like a tower, its ^at form. 

ITie spring is but his smile of love. 
The tempest but his angry fro^TO ; 

His miiMC charms us in the grove. 
And then he pours his tomenta down. 

The dew, the rain, the irost, the snow. 
And night and day, his power proclaim ; 

And all their varying changes show 

The hand that gmdes them still the same. 



Thbbb is an infant, pillowed sweetly, 

Asleep upon ita motlier's breast ; 
A cloak ia wrapped around it neatly, 

And it ia smilitig in its rest; 
A halo seems to hover o'er it, 

Au emanation of the akies. 
And tlie glad heart of her who bore it 

Reads peace aroand its sleeping eyes. 

The emblem of angelic apirita, 

Who live beyond the arching blue, 
Where every stainless soul inherits 

Delight, eternal ^es through; 
The same pm'e light around it flowing. 

The same soft smile is imaged ^era. 
The same bright, burning heart ia glowing, 

Aa in the forms divinely fair- 
To all who reach the gate of Heaven, 

And o'er its starry Sireahold go, 
A heart aa pure, as soft, is ^ven. 

It burns with holy feeling so ; 
With love unataiaed their eye ia beaming. 

Love for their God and all he made; 
Such, deem I, ia the infant dreaming. 

Upon its tender pillow laid. 

Be like the infant — pwe, unspotted. 

As fountains bubbimg from flieir spring — 
Before the sheet of life is blotted. 

Or Peace, the dove, has taken wing ; 
Be like the infant, — -soft and tender. 

As flowers that juat begin to blow ; 
And God will be your kind defender. 

Where'er you rest, where'er you go. 
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nOLY DYING. 

Calm is the parting hour. 

When death with Boverei^ power 

TlirowB o'er the righteous soul his heavy chain ! 
Nor doubt, nor dread attend, 
While round him loved ones bend ; 

But peace celestial mocks the bod^a pain. 

He sees the links of earth 

Fart ; and big final birth 
To perfect holiness, with raptured eye : 

Behind, a vale of tears, 

In cloud and shade appears ; 
Before, the heaven-bright fields of promise lie. 

His friends hang round and weep, 

"While, like an infenf s sleep, 
The chiUing lethargy of death stetja on ; 

And o'er his eye the gla^e 

Falls, and the spirit's Diaae 
FlasJies for once, and all of earth is done. 

How silent, like the breath 
Of morning, was tiiat death I 
No agony nor torturing thought waa there : 
And what a holy smile 

n arch, that brow is fur 1 

O, may my footsteps tread 

Tliis j«ith, by virtue led. 
And God's own day-atar, till I sink in dust ; 

Ajid when I lay me down 

To sleep, O, may the eroivn 
Shine on my eye, tJiat circles round the just 1 



VI. FISHEIi. 



We ask no flowers to dcfik thy tomb ; 
Thy name, in purei- light, shall hloom. 
When every flower oi^eartJi is dead. 
And all that bloom below are fled. 

To thee the Ikht of mind -was given, 
The centre of thy soul was heaven ; 
In early youth, the spirit came, 
And wrapped thee in its wings of flame. 

The lambent light that round thee flowed 
Kose tc its high and bright abode. 
And bore tliy restless eye afar, 
To read the fate of sun and star. 

Fain would we think the chiun is broke, 
That bound thy spirit to ita yoke ; 
That now no mist of earth can blind 
Thy bright, thy pure, and perfect mind. 

Thy grave is on a foreign strand. 
Thy tomb is in a distant land. 
No kinsman came, no friend was near. 
To close thine eye, and deck thy bier. 

But fiiends will gather round thy tomb, 
And long lament thy early doom, 
And tliither Science oft repair, 
To plant her choicest laurels there. 
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II. 

The brightest blossom soonest dies, 
The purest dew will early rise 

To mingle with the viewless air j 
The feu^st rose will soon decay, 
The softest heauty pass away, 

And all be dark and lonely there. 

The brightest souls are soonest gone. 
The proudest race is quickest -won, 

And genius finds, in youth, a grave ; 
The hand that sent it from ^ve 
Eecalls it in its fondest love. 

And takes the choicest gift it gave. 

Mind cannot linger long below. 
And keep unstained its virgin snow; 

Earth will assert its base control : 
Happy the life that soon is o'er, — 
Pam ne'er can bow the spirit more, 

Mo force can crilsli the tender souL 

A few short years, but oh I liow bright 
With pure, serene and mellow light, — 

No honr, no moment spent in vain. 
Better, tlian bass eternity. 
To live these transient years, like thee, 

In light, and die without a stain. 



CAEME2J SKCULAllE. 

Ikto the gulf of past etemltj' 

Another year, in all its pride, has rolled, 
And soon its brightest pageantry shall he 

Lost in the long-foi^tten days of old; 
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CAEMEN SECULAEE. 

OMiyion draws around its darkest fold 

To hide the pomp that millions gaaed upon 
The curfew of departed joya has tolled, 



A year has ended, — let the good man pause, 
And thiuk, for he can thiuk, of all its crim.e 

And tdH and suffering. Nature has her laws, 
That will not brook infringement ; in all time, 

All circumstance, ai! state, in every clime, 
She holds aloft tlie same aven^ng sword ; 

And, sitUng on her boundless throne sublime, 
The Tials of her wrath, with justice stored. 
Shall, in her own good hour, on all that's ill be 
poured. 

And kings, who hug themselves in sordid ease. 
And revel in their vassals' blood and tears. 

Who grasp at all can sense or passion please. 
And build their strength on othera' wants and 

For them, the heaped-up vengeance of long yeam. 
Poised like a snow-cbff on a mountain's brow, 

Wild as the sounding avalanche careers. 
Or oceans rushing in their stormy flow, 
Shall bury all then* power in one wide overthrow. 

Revenge may hold her breath, awhile, but still 
The spirit boils within, and soon will burst, 

Like lavas from their vaults ; ■ — the long-cheeked will 
Breaks out with deeper farj, fed and mirst 

By ever-growing outrage, till the worst 
And reddest scourge of tyranny unbinds 

The rusted links of cent'ries, which, long cursed 
But dreaded, now the vassel rends, and finds 
At once his galled limbs &ee and chainless as the 
winds. 
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So'ereigna may band in loly leagues, and lock 

Their fetters on a continent, wliich Eprings 
To claim its birthright, — they may coldly mock 

The Btriyings of yonng Liberty, as things 
That are to them but toys to play witli ; — kings 

Have long enough made men their play, — thehonr 
When wrath shall wake, and triumph clap her wings 

Over the broken images of power, 

Draws nigh, and they who rear the haught crest 
soon wiE cower. 

The dawning year beheld a nation rise. 
Free in a c'orions seemino;, — but it felL 

"WTiere was tne Boman. fire 7 Italian skies 
Shone over them as purely ; and the swell 

Qf that wide gulf, where ancient glciries dwell, 
Rolled with as bright a tint on Bail's coast. 

Though Eome's dark ruins frowned, as W a spell. 
At once before the German's hireling host 
They sunk, and, in one hour, forgot dieir proud- 



They sunk, but yet in nobler souls lives still 

A feeling, fetters, swords, can never quell; 
Brute force may crush the heart, but cannot kill ; 

The mind that thinks, no terrors can compel. 
But it will speak at length,' and boldly tell 

The world its weakness and its rights ; tJie night. 
Our race so long has groped through, since man felt 

From his imagined Eden of delight. 

Must, wiil ei-Song reth'e from Truth's fasf^dawn- 
ing light. 

For mind has dared assert its native claim, 
And bigot rage, and anperstilioua dread. 

And priesthood robed in purple, cannot tsmie 
Its strong upri^ngs. Power, with hydra head, 

On vice and self, as on a Lerne, fed. 
Awhile may bond the nations to its car : 
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In thousand hearts a Herciiles is lired, 
The fearless champion of a comiiio war, 
When Liberty, at last, shall break her dungeon 



And, in the vigor of her youth, go forth, 
UushacMed and iinda,anted, and shall call, 

With the clear summoos of her trump, the North 
To send its nerved sons on to scale the wall, 

Whereon the Cross and Crescent shadow all. 



Slavery, and beastly ignorance, and crime, 
And sense, that drags its folds in pleasure's foul- 



And on the gea, whose bright green waves should 

Without the stain of innocent blood, nor hear 
The burden of rank avarice to the goal 

Where toil and stripes awMt it, — where thieves 

Their darkest deeds of rapine, — she will there 
Ride in her car of vengeance, and proclaim 

To every plunderer, be it they who bear 
The ocean's lord, or d(^s unknown fo feme. 
That her strong arm shall soon their blood'-Jrunk 
boasting t^ne. 

Go forth, ye navies, o'er the ocean go, 
Where havoc note on the pirate's deck. 

Where steals along the cowering bark of woe, 
And bid those dens of torture float a wreck ; 

And as you first the Invincible did check. 
So let hun feel the force of Nature's sway. 

Would they might rouse, who woi-ship at the beck 
Of Europe's tuould-be lord, and rend awav 
The veil that hides from Greece the glories of 
that day. 



Of whieli all hearts are proud, the brightest hour 
In all the round of ages, which will stand 

A monument of light, the sacred dower 
Of never^iymg truth. The tjrant's hand 

Awhile may dim the glories of that land, 
And doom it to be trampled on, but still 

There we shall image out the Spartan band, 
There we shall j^aze on Freedom's holy hill, 
And from her kmdling foiints the cup that fires 
usfilL 

Where sleeps the fire that erst in Pylse burned? 

Where lurks the spirit of that godlike age ? 
Shall ^e bright soul for ever rest inurned V 

Ib there no hand to check the Tartar's rage ? 
Shall Turk on light and love and fi^edom wage 

A war, that swept whole nations like a ilame ? 
Shall Europe never in that cause engage, 

And wipe from off her shores fliat blot and 
shame? — 

Her feeblest arm might now the glutted Tultiire 



But shall we mourn because those fanes are low 

Where Goda were knelt to, and where lust was 
right ? 
There was a gladness in the overthrow 

Of temples, where Religion had no li^ht ; 
And though the Cross still left the land m night, 

And bound the spirit in as cold a chiun, 
Yet we can still exult, and boldly write, 

"Idols and idol-worshippers again 

On lands where Truth has poured her light shall 

There is a twilight dawning on the world, 
llie herald of a fiill and perfect day, 

When Liberty's wide flag shall be unfurled, 
And kings shall bow to her superior sway : 
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Already she is on her august way, 

And mareliing upward to her final goal ; 

Nations the warning of her voice ohey, 
Away the clouds of feai- and error roll, 
The chain is breke that bound the thralled and 
fettered soul. 

That chain ia off a continent, ■where man 
Begins anew his being, — where a course, 

Bi-ighter than ever Greek or Eoman ran, 

breads its wide Ust before him. From a source 

tltistained and deep, with strong, resistless force 
The unchecked wave of enterprise roils on: 

Hope gilds it o'er with sunbeams ; wild and hoarse 
As storm-lashed oceans, till the pliun is won. 
Then in majestic might its calm, full waters run. 

Here Liberty shall build her proiidest fane, 
Loftier than snow-topped Andes, and its dome 

Shall cast a burning brightneiss o'er the main. 
And all who seek a ^urer, calmer home 

Shall steer their bounding barks across the foam. 
And fel their sidls on Freedom's chosen shore ; — 

Here all that Law has in her choicest tome. 
And all the climes of Greece and Latium bore. 
Nature from her full stores around our hearts 
shall pour. 

Here shall the enerey of mind be shown. 
In all its widest oaring, — naught can check 

The generous spMt, which away liath thrown 
The yoke that galls and curbs, the toys tliat 

Prescription cannot bow him at her beck, 

Nor rooted wrong command, nor force control ; 

He ia not of the sordid slaves, who reck 

The statesman's ^Ided bribe and stinted dole ; — 
In viun corruption woos the high, enlightened 
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We have our sages, wlio di-ew down from heaven 
The bolt that shivers, and the light that warms ; 

Who steered the hehn of state, when madly driven 
It seemed the prey of power and civil storms. 

We have om' heroes, who have met the swarms 
Of hireling butchers, — back the torreat rolled : 

Though want and t«rri>r took their direst fonns, 
Proud in their simple freedom, sternly TxAd, 
They stood through trying years, and kept their 
last strong-hold. 

And they were victors, and new light hath ri 



i light 



that breaks their feudal prison ; 
that guides them is 



Maddened they rashed upon their lords, and tore 
The sceptre from their grasp,— the coward awe 
Of crown and mitre crushed their hearts no 



They turned upon each other, with an ire 

Like that of raveuing tigers, till their ^lut 
Of kindred slaughter guenched the maniac fire. 

And then agam their prison-gate was shut. 
They grasped at full and perfect freedom, but 

A stronger bar confined them than before ; 
Tetters of adamantine steel were put 

Aroand their scarce healed limbs ; they dragged 
through gore. 

To please a driver's whim, the manaclea they 



Order alone is freedom. We must bend 
Beneath the sanctity of higher power, — 

Hot tranrient wiU, but laws that have no end, 
Stmnped and enforced in being's earliest hour; 
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Sanctioned by time, they are the holy dower 
Of f^es, which from darkness rose to light. 

Man first was fearless, then he learned to cower, 
And groped through superstition's Stygian night; 
Till Science rose, and day siione round him warm 
and br^ht. 

Few are the clear, strong spirits, who can bear 
To look on Trutli in her unclouded blaze ; 

Few are the high, heroic souls, who dare 
Above the low pursuit of gain to raise 

Their firm, unbending purpose ; few can gaze 
At Virtue, on her pure and awful throne, — 

All ! few can love the ethereal coin she pays, — 
But they must love it, for the souls alone 
Who master self can claim our birthright as then- 



And Freedom thus, of old, so often fell 

Before Ambition, when the herd, that crawls 

Within the crowded haunt, the sordid hell 
Where luxury and lust have built their walla, 

Sunk in each vice that deadens and inthralls, 
Bartered their unprized liberty for gold ; — 

As the pure stream upon the palate palls, 
When wine has flred the senses, so they sold 
The rights, that prouder hearts than being 
dearer hold. 

There is a twofold liberty in man. 
The liberty of knowledge and of power. 

This wanders in the desert with the clan. 
Or where aloft the Alpine aununits tower. 

Limbs knit with iron canntrt stoop or cower. 
Hands hardened by free toiling cannot bear 

The burden of a, tyrant. He might pour 

Wliole hosts around them ; they would nobly dare 
To guard their desert toclw, or die Tmconquered 
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The other hath its dwelling with tlie sage ; — 
Where mind is dark, and appetites prevail. 

Where grovels lust, and brutal p^sions rage, 
The breathings of her spirit naught avaS. 

Of cultured states 't is the eternal bale, 

Tlat vice will grow with wealth and light, and bow 

The strength that reared the fabric ; freeliearts quail 
Before that toiTent-wave, whose giant flow 
Buries a nation's piide in one deep overthrow. 

Cities have been, and vanished ; fanes have sunk. 
Heaped into sWieless ruin ; sands o'erspread 

Fields that were Edens ; millions too have shrunk 
To a few starving hundreds, or have fled 

From off the p;^ of being. Now the dead 
Are the sole habitants iJ Babylon ; 

Kings, at whose bidding nations toiled and bled, 
i^roes, who many a field of carnage won, 
Their names— their boasted names lo ut'ter death 

Such is the fate of empire : — Ashur rose, 

"Where elder thrones and prouder warriors stood; 
Before the Memphian priest his precepts chose, 

Men reasoned greatly of the hiighest good ; 
Before Troy was, or Xanthus rolfed in blood, 

Annies were ranged in battle's dread array ; 
They foi^ht, — their glory withered in its bud; 

They perished, — with them ceased their tyrant 

New wars, new heroes came, — iheir story passed 

They had no bard, and ihey are dead to fame ; 

But they were brave, were demigods, and yet 
The sphit which no threat, no force could tame. 

Which burned the brighter when in conflict met. 
The aim of ancient valor long has set, 

Their deeds are swept from memory's teeming page. 
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How soon the renovated race forget 

The chiefs who ground the nations in their rage I — 
Some lord must rise to curb and crusli in every 



Napoleon, Frederic, Charles, and Cromwell, — these 
Swept the earth with a besom dipped in fire. 

They would have kings aod nations bend their knees ; 
Theirs was the nntamed thirst of something higher, 

An energy of hope, that could not tire. 
The love of self to deeds of might sublimed, 

Ambition wrought to habitudes (rf ire. 

Force, reckless force, unchecked, uubent, untimed, 
An aim to gain a height where power had never 
climbed. 

Tlicy sought they knew not what, — they set no 
bound 
To theu- wide-clenching grasp, — their longing 

As grew their empire, — keenly, as the hound 
Catches the deer-track in the morning dew. 

They snuffed the scent of conquest, — vioKiry threw 
Her laurels at their feet, — awhile they gave 

Blood to the eirth like water, — madly flew 
Their gore fed eagles But the wildest wave 
Breaks and subsides at last; — their end was in 
tlie grave 

Now they are dust and ashes ; other swarnia 
People the gionnd the; wasted, otlier men 

Rise to be toi n and tijssed by other storms. 
Ambition sleeps a moment in her den 

To gain new breath, and Are, and strength; but then 
She bloivs the embered coals, and they are flame. 

So it must be, for it hath ever been : — 
Age rolls on age, and heroes are the same, — 
The rest, the crowd,the mob, the warlike hunter's 
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Pood foP tlie sword and eannon, steps to climb 
Ambition's ladder, brutes, who walk erect, 

Croucliing and gloating on the dust and slime, 
Where they would creep and wailow, if not 
checked 

By tiling wants, that man to man connect, 
The strong necessity of care and toil. 

Give thein their own free scope, and they are 
wrecked ; 
For master souls their passions will embroil. 
And tyranny at last ivfll twine them in its coll. 



There is a calm lagoon, 

Hid in the bosom of a cypress groi'e; 

Aromid deep shade, above 

The tropic sun pours down the heat of noon. 

The aged fitthers of the forest wave 

Their giant arms athwart the gloom below. 

And as the winds in fitful breathing Mow, 

Their rush is like the tide's resouncuug flow. 

Or sighs above a maiden's early grave. 

He long moss hangs its hair. 

In hoary festoons, on from tree to tree : 

Lianas, twining there, 

Eamble around the forest, wild and free ; 

They wave their bowering canopy, 

Impervious to the faintest ray of light ; 

The softest dew of night 

Steals never through its mantling tapestry. 

With blue and starry blossoms spangled o'er; 

And scarlet fruits, in clusters hung. 

Low bending, shine around the winding shore, 

Brighter than aught Hesperian gardens bore, 

Or Eastern bard, in vine-clad arbor, sung. 



Blue, as the deepest tinctured sky at noon, 
Or white, aa new-fallen mountain enow, 
Or died in carmine, like the stain 
Of clouds that on the verge of morning glow, 
Or golden, as the setting Boam, 
When flashing on the burnished stream, 
Or veiled in mellow tinctures, like the Sow 
Of milk and wine dissolving, or the plain 
Of ether, when its starry how 
O'erspana the arch of midnight, as a belt. 
Or like tlie pearl and topaz, when.the^ melt 
Their soft reflections in Qie folded chain, 
Around the fairest neck of beauty hung, — 
So sit they calmly in their cnps, or swung 
AIon» the surface of the rippling wave, 
WheUiei' the spirits of the air awake, 
And sport, with glancing pinions, on the lake, 
Or slumber in their silent cave. 



Ai.i, live and move to the poetic eye. 

The winds have voices, and the stars of night 

Are spirita throned in brightness, keeping watch 

O'er earth and its inhabitants; the cloTids, 

That gird the sun with glory, are a train, 

In panoply of gold around him set. 

To guard Ms morning and his evening thvone. 

The elements are instruments, employed 

By unseen hands, to work Sieir sovereign will. 

They do (Asi'r bidding.; — when the storm goes forth, 

'T is but the thunderer's car, whereon he rides, 

Aloft in triumph, o'er our prostrate heads. 

Its roar is but the rumbling of his wheels, 

Its Hashes are bis arrows, and the folds 

That end and heave upon tlie warrmg winds, 

The dust, that rolls beneath his coursers' feet. 
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I SAW, on the top of a 

A gem that shone like fire by night; 
It seemed a star, trhich had len the skj, 

And dropped to sleep on the hjnely height; 
I climbed the pc^, and I found it soon 
A lump of ice, in the clear, cold moon. 
Can you its hidden sense impart ? 
T was a cheerful look, and a broken heart. 



SONNET. 

Again farewell, — perehante a last adieul 
Our meeting was in loneliness and tears, 
For life looked frowning on my early years. 

And the bright momenta of my youth were few. 

I lonMd to meet a bosom, fond and true, 

Where 1 might find a heart that beat with mine 
I imaged out a beauty all divine. 

And there the homage of my soul I threw. 

Tain were those fond illusions ! O, as vain 
The light of faine, that drew my spirit on 

To climb with patient step the lofty iane, 

"Whereon the brightest wreath cJ mind is won, 

And on the proudest height of glory gmn 

The twine of bay, that ci-owna her chosen one. 



TVht have ye lingered on your way so long. 
Bright visions, who were wont to hear my call. 

And with the harmony of dance and song 
Keep round my dreaming couch a festival ? 



Wlien, through the silent watches of the night, 
Ye whispered like an angel in my ear ? 

0, lly not witli the rapid wing of time. 
But with vour ancient votary kindly stay ; 

And while the loftier dreams, that rose sublime 
In years of higher hope, have flown away, 

O, with the colors of a softer clime, 

Give your last touches to the dying day. 



GENirS SLUMBERING. 

He sleeps, foi^etfijl of his once bright fame ; 

He has no feeling of the glory gone ; 
He haa no eye to cateh the mounting flame. 

That once in transport drew his spirit on ; 
He lies in dull oblivious dreama, nor carea 
Who the wreathed laurel bears. 

And yet not all forgotten sleeps he there ; 

Thei'c are who still remember how he bore 
Upward his daring pinions, till the tdr 

Seemed living with the crown of light he wo 
Tliere are who, now his early sun has set, 
Kor can, nor will forget. 
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He sleeps, — and yet around the Eighties 
And the pressed lip, a darkened glory 

Though the high powers in dull oblivion 
There hovers still the light of other days ; 

Deep in that soul a spirit, not of earth, 

StUl struggles for its birth. 

He will not sleep for ever, but will rise 

Fresh to more daring labors : — now, even now 

As the close shrouding mist of morning flies. 
The sathered slumber leaves his lifted brow ; 
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rrom his hEJf-opened eye, in fuller beams, 
Hia w^caed spirit streams. 

Yes, lie will break hia sleep. The spell is gone, 
The deadly eharm departed. See him fling 

Proudly his fetters by, and hmry on. 
Keen as the famished eagle darts her wing ; 

The goal is still before him, and the prize 

Still wooB his eager eyes. 

He rushes forth to conquer r — shall they take, 
They, who with feebler pace still kept their -way, 

"When he forgot the contest ^ehall they take, 
Now he rettews the race, the victor's bay ? 

Still let them strive, — when he collecta his might, 

He will assert his right. 

The sphit cannot alwaya sleep in dust, 

Whose essence is ethereal, — they may try 

To darken and degrade it, — it may rust 
Dimly awhile, but cannot wholly die ; 

And when it wakens, it wiU send its fire 

Intenser forth, and higher. 



GREECE, EEOM MOUNT HELICON. 

This is the land of song : — the very mountains 

Ave vocal with iuTisible minstrelsy ; 

The vaUej-s are the haunt of unseen choirs ; 

The fountains utter music, and the hills 

Are fiill of pleasant sounds. Before me stands 

The temple of the Muses, Helicon, 

The seat of their divinity, when Greece 

Stood fair andglorious. It is beautiful. 

But lonely. Where are now the hallowed shrines, 

The pillared porches, and the sun-^ilt domes, 

"Where ancient Genius offered up his prayers, 
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And kindled, oa the altar of his God, 

A sacrifice, whose odor was divine, 

And breathed of inapiratioo ? — Fallen, broken, 

And oveiOTOwn with, natural wildness, like 

The intellect that wanders round these ruins, 

With all its brightness veiled. 

Now, I have come 
On a fond poet's pilgrimage ; my foot, 
Wearied, yet eager still, Siali find its way 
Upward to yonder pinnacle of rock, 
The mountain's sacred summit, by the side 
Of clear Termessaa, where it throws itself, 
From leap to leap, over the polished atones, 
And with a sportive ivildneas hurriea on 
To this secluded nook of bays and rosea, 
Tills quiet shelter, where tlie dove of peace 
Nestles securely, while the distant roar 
Of violence comes from the open plains. 
Echoed, but fiuutly. 

Pleasant stream, that erst 
Gave water to the shepherd in old times. 
When from their cloudy dwelling they descended, 
Memory's bright daughters, in the silent night. 
Breathing sweet voices, through the slumbering air, 
Into his cb«aming ear, and told to him 
Mysteries, whii^h ne revealed in harmonies 
Of measured sounds, high oracles that made 
The crowd his worshippers, and drew around 
The woodmen from their caves, to learn of him 
Kindness and love, — clear rolling stream, whose 

Shines in this gladdening sun like flowing gold 
Poured from a fretted imi, so smooth ihe rocks 
That border thee, and so fantastical 
Their time-worn hollows, — how it gushes out 
From some obscure recess, where it lay hidden 
In clustered vines and feathery folit^e, wet 
With ever-falling dews ! and how it bulges 
In silvery brightness o'er the polished bws 
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Of marble, veined lite pictures from tte Hand 
Of tasteful art, ami yet tlie ■very sport 
Of frolic nature ! what a busy din 
Of tinkling waterfajls ! and now it blenda 
With the tow murmur of the shaken leaves, 
And the still hum of bees I These many sounds, 
These murmuring melodies of many voices, 
They lap me in oblivion, and I seem 
Laving in dreams. I wonder not the bards 
"Who gathered here in worshi_p, and were filled 
With the dim feeling of religious awe,— 
That they imagined, on the shores of Lethe, 
Such murmurs from the beds of amaranth-flowers, 
When they went nodding to the odorous winds. 
That stole from laurel groves and myrtle shades, 
And crisped the waters as they glided on 
Over their sands of gold. Such liappinera 
Afl now I feel in listening to thy music. 
And gazing on thy sparkling '^aterfalla, 
Thy bubbling wells, thy mossy-cinctured lakes. 
And rose-crowned islands, where the bird and bee 
Nestle and find their home, — such happiness 
Elyaum well might envy. But I pause, 
Even on the threshold, when the mr ascent 
Calls me to regions where a loftier power 
Dwelt on his airy throne. 

Then be my guide, 
Wandering Termessus, upward through thy vale, 
And let me find, beneath the twisted boughs 
Of these old evei^reens, coolness and shade. 
To make lay toil the easier. Daikly rolls 
Thy current under them, and hollower sounds 
Thy hidden roar. I just can catch a glimpse 
Of yon deep pool, dark and mysterious, 
Sank in its well of rock; and now from out 
A tuft of seeded fern I see thee plunge, 
Tinted with golden green, for there a sunbeam 
Strays through thy arch of shade. Still as 1 climb 
Thy voice goes with me, like the laborer's song, 
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To cheer me ; and anon I see thee flashing 
Through llie laburnum thickets, rivalling 
Their golden flowers ; and then thou ruMiest by 
Crest^ with foam, the whiter for the darkness 
Tliat covers thee ; and then I pause and hang 
Over a broad, smooth mirror, where the sky 
Looks in, and sees itself, as purely blue. 
As vast and round, and all its cloudy folds ; 
Their snowy bosses and their iris fringes 
Are there, and all the circling rocks repeat 
Their lights and shadows in that vacancy, 
So clear, it seems but air. Thoii rollest on 
Thus br^htly, and for ages thou hast kept 
This evei^varying, yet eternal way ; 
And like the voice of a divinity 
Thou pourest thy endless song. But now the rocks 
That fiemmed thee in recede, and, round and fair, 
The open vale of Aganippe smiles 
"^ " ' me, as a fond and gentle mistress 
S3 her weary lover, when he comes 
At evenmg to her bower. 

Enchanted vale ! 
Well did the early worshippers of song 
Choose tliee to be their place of pilgrimage, 
That in thj quiet groves and sljll recesses 
They might invoke, with due solemnity, 
UTie boon-inspiring power. Here they would come, 
From the blue islands, and the ohve-groves 
Of Thebes and Athens, and thy laurel-crowned 
And golden banks, Alpheus, and tlie shores 
Of far Ionia, where the wooing air 
Pants with a Boiler breath through myrtle groves, 
And thee, thou emerald gem, amid the £)am 
Of ocean, whence thy guardian goddess rose, 
To be the world's delight. From every land 
That heard the echo of those flowing sounds, 
That dropping honey, wliich, from eloquent lips. 
Distilled persuasion, reverently they eame. 
Clad in white robes, and crowned with wreaths of 
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And bearing golden harps and Ivory citterns, 

And round the marble temple, and die fountain 

Of soft and gentle harmonj, uplifted 

The joyous p»an, through the oright^yed day 

Singmg, till sunset threw its yellow veil 

Bound thy blue saiwnit, Helicon, and Night 

Sat on her purple cloud, and dipped her Dough 

Of cypress in Sepenthe, and then waved. 

Over their leafy beds, oblivion 

And holy dreams ; — and when their God arose, 

And shook hie yellow locks in the blue air. 

And dropped his shining dews, tlien they_ began 

Anew their solemn chant, and up the heighls 

They moved in measured march, bearing their 

T'o Hippocrene and the crowning rocks, 
Whence they beheld Parnassus, white and bare, 
Glittering among the clouds, a golden throne 
Eich with a wast* of gems ; and, as it rose. 
Touched with the sun's first blaze, its foi-ked peak 
Seemed like twin spires of flame, curling and 

trembling 
From earth to heaven. They saw, — and then 

they bowedj 
And woidiipped in their hearts, — their voices 

pausett, 
Their harps were mute, and fearful silence told. 
More eloquent than wctrds, their love and awe. 

'T was thus of old : now all is desolate. 
But fair and lovely. 'T is a wildetiiess 
Of bush and flower, and over it are hun^ 
A few old knotted oaks and nntrimmed bays, 
That, in their careless dress, are like the hearts 
Of this rude land, — beautifnl thoughts nia wild, — 
Courage and tendeme^ concealed beneath 
Ungovernable rage and stern revenge. 
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or blocks and broken pillars, fretted ceilings 
And sculptured friezes, moulded cornices. 
And ivTeatlis and garlands, heaped eonfiisedly, 
And veiled with clematis and ivy, where. 
Under their verdurous tufts, the lizard lurka, 
And serpents cast tieir coats, or in the sun 
Lio basking in their burnished mail, and roll 
Their fascinating eyes. There is a hum 
Of settUog bees, and the quick swallow darts 
Between two columns, sole amid the wreck 
Unbroken, with their brief entablature 
Telling in scattered ehffl'acters, half worn 
And eaten out by time, here was the' temple 
Of Psan and the Muses. But the fountain. 
Where wells it ? It liaa cohered in a marsh, 



The favorite haunt of painted flies and reptiles 
That love the midday sud ; and here I trace it, 
Oozing through tall rank grass and irises 
From underneath a falhng arch. Here flowed 
The gentle fbuntain, — here they built a shrine 
To its peculiar Naiad, where it threw 
Its bubbling watew from the opening rocks, 
In shade and coolness. Still it gushes over. 
Through tangled leaves, and still it gives a murmur, 
That sootlies and yet inspires. Methinks I see. 
Peeping from bosky dells, the ujjTMphfl who loved 
This sylvan hollow. Grecian girls are they, 
With braided locks twined erstcefullj; around 
Their ivory foreheads, and their arching brows 
Pencilled ajxjve such eyes, gems, living gems, 
Dark as deep night, and wild, yet winning quick 
And darting like a flame ; and now and then. 
Less timidly, they lean from their retreats ; 
And then such li[^, cheeks, dhnplea, necks like swans, 
And polished arms, colors so bright and clear. 
Still dripping from their fountains, glancing still 
With water-drops, — they seem, to beckon rae, 
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Only to smile and. vanisli. Happy days, 

When je were seen as real, -worshipped too 

With d^ce and song, — worshipped Dy youtha and 

' maidens 
Only less iDright and fair than deities, 
Full of high heattb. and buoyant happiness. 
Creatures of poetry and love. Te ages ! 
Why have ye borne us downward, till the blood 
EIows etagnaat, like this Snmtain {ram its well, 
'Md weeds and thonis ? Or has it ever been 
Thus with the dreamer, Man,^ — ever in love 
With an imagined joy ? 

But what is here. 
Perched on the hill-side f Here a chapel stands, 
Built of the fragments of the Muses' shrine. 
And with its humble cross and rude stone altar 
Telling of other faith and lowlier worahip 
Than liiat of old. Here are no genial banquets, 
No songs nor dances. Here the lonely hermit 
Utters his feeble orisons, and chants 
His one unvaried hymn. A shadowy elm 
O'erhangs his cell ; and here, upon flie turf. 
Half slumbering, half awake, J muse away 
The hours of noon. The mountan tops around 
Sparkle and glow, — a quivering vapor floats 
Above them, and with strange, mysterious power 
litis them to loflier regions, where they hang 
like hot and fiery clouds. How still the air! 
How motionless the leaves ! The only sound 
Is the perpetual hum of water-flies 
Above the reedy pool. My brain feels dim, 
And dumber steafe apace, and silently 
1 sink in deep oblivion. Still my fancy 
Plays with the shapes before my half-Aut eyes, 
And tmies the falhng murmur in my ears 
To music. So I pass away in di-eams 
The sultry hours ; and now, the sun descending 
Behind the loftier summits, I awake. 
And feel the breezy coolness steal around me, 
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And give me life and joy. I turn myself 

To thy fresh evening air, and let it dry 

l[y feveriali brow and diipping loclis, and twine 

III artless cutIb, — then to my pleasant task, 
And onward to the summit. 

Now my way 
Is bj- a gentler stream, tliat tintles down 
Ovi?r the Bmooth-wom marbles, hollowed out 
III semblances of urns, and bowls, and lavers ; 
And then in open pipes lapsing away, 
Clear as a gush of flowing pearls, and tinged 
"With shiftinf^ colors, as it catches hues 
From the atamed rock it kisses, purple, green, 
And golden, — hues that emulate the dove's 
Or trembling opal's, — soft and velvet hues 
Due to fie water mosses, silent growth 
Of centuries, o'er which the hurrjTn" wave 
Slides with a Btiller murmur. Now the mountain, 
Lifted above the forest region, glows 
With flowering shrubs, that scatter odorous airs. 
Sweet SB from Eden, — purple heath and balm, 
And lurking beds of thyme, and bright laburnum, 
And arbute hung with snowy flowers and fruits 
Bed as a flammant's wing, and spiry grass, 
BreaUiing of early May, and calling up 
Memories of pastoral days, of shepherds lulled 
By whispering elms, and nymphs with flowing hair, 
Treasing it in the fountains, bleating flocks 
Calling their truant lamba, and browsing goats 
Pendant from bushy rocks, and hannonies 
Of pipes and flutes and voices, warblmg out 
Unstudied songs, and with alternate verse 
Singing the sun to setting, while cool ears 
Came from the west, as if Favonius loved 
Their minstrelsy, and with the tuneful leaves 
Went dallying, and woke the slumbering i>ool 
To mu^c feant but sweet. Such thoughts are wakened 
By the low vfhispering of the evenmg wind, 
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Through tufts of flowering grase and witlinred halm, 
The golden harvest of an earlier year, 
Still in this happy climate undecayed, 
Still nodding with Its cara. And as I move 
ThoughtfiiHy on, how populona these flowers 
Withlioney-bees ! how atiU their hunoming sounda 
O'er all the voiceless mountain, while they gather 
Nectar from golden cum, and urns of pearl, 
And homelier vasea hidden in iheir heds 
Of heath and thyme, vases that breathe perfume, 
And lurking yet reveal their hiding-place, 
As if by clouds of incense. There they dart 
From bloom to bloom, and till the lengthening 

shadows 
Fall from the mountain peaks, and stretch away 
"' ir vale and pltun, and distant cottages 



Tell of their evening fires, they ply Iheir task, 
And then go murmuring to their sheltered hives 
In cave, or hollow trunk, or straw-roofed shed. 
O'er wliich the ivy climbs. Thus whiled away, 
Time Hies apace, till suddenly 1 pause. 
And greet tie higher fountain, whence uprose 
The flying steed, that bore to loftier heights 
The young, aapuTng soul. It gushes forth. 
Sparkling and bright and clear, from out the clefts 
Of Jiving rocks, and throws at once a stream 
Full and o'erflowing. How the setting light 
Tinges it with its hues, ~- rich, golden hues, 
As II the God of Song still loved the spring. 
And smiled as he withdrew 1 No broken arch 
Chokes up its way, but from its natural caves 
At once it bursts to light, and hurrying takes 
Its journey to the plain. Here all is left 
Simple and void of art, bnt where the rock 
Is graved with moss^rown characters, that teU 
Of earlier pilgrims, when they came and paid 
Vows from the heart Above me swells a throne 
Of broad, bare rock, and there Apollo sat, 
"With all his train of Muses, and indulged 
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The tharm of thought. Here many a poet dreamed, 
When night was fi2l of stars, that heavenly voioea 
Came from that shadowy summit, and they told 
The Wise of song. They kindly led him on, 
Spite of a acorrful world, and filled his heart 
With self-approving joy. Now, as the sun 
Bends to his ocean couch, and well has neared 
The far blue mountains, round his holiest shrine 
In Delphi, upward to that pinnade 
My foot must hasten. Let no wandering look 
Turn from the one bright goal. Even as the pilgrim 
(Joes with his eye fixed on his prophet's tomo, 
Or where his god is laid, so let me on. 
Bent to that summit, where retiring day 
Kmdles its latest fires. 

I now have conquered, 
And heaven is all above me. Earth below 
Spreads infinite, and rolls its mountain waves 
Tumultnousiy around me. Breathless awe 
Broods o'er my spirit, and I stand awhile 
Riipt and absorbed. The ma^c vision floats 
Dimly before me, and uncertain lights 
Flash on my troubled eye, and then a calm. 
High and uplifted, like the peace of heaven, 
Steals on my heart, and instantly my thoughts 
Are fixed and daring. 'T is the land of song, — 
The home of heroes. 0, ye boundless plains, 
Ye snowy peaks, ye dusky mountains, heaped 
Like ocean bUlowa, far retiring vales, 
Blue seas, and gleaming bays, and islands set 
Like gems in^ld ! fo you I kneel with awe 
Deep and unfeigned. If I have ever felt 
The stirring energies of warlike virtue, 
The sternness of unbending right, the bliss 
Of high and holy dreams, the charm of beauty. 
The power of vei-se and song, only to you 
Be all the praise. And now ye are before me, 
Kich with the tints of evening. What an arch 
Of golden light swells, from the point of setting, 
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Over tliB Delphian Jiills 1 and how it rolls, 

In dazzling waves, round all the mingled teiglits 

That rise between 1 Yonder my eye can catch 

Gluupses from out the iar Aehamn gulf, 

Wavmg with flame, and seeming through the depths, 

That dimly open to them, fiery portals 

To brighter worlds. But now to Ralmer scenes, 

And shadier skies. I trace the ^ver stream 

Threading its way, now hidden, now revealed, 

To the round vale, half up the mountaJn-dde_, 

Then lost in woods, and ilien in distant windings 

Stealing along the plaiii. Ton lower ridge 

Lies dark in shade ; and hidden half in trees, 

He whitewashed convent, with its gilded cross 

And humble tower, sends upward tluxjugh the hushed 

And vacant air its vesper fcudl, by distance 

Mellowed to music. This is aU the sound 

That tells of life. Down through a gloomy gorge, 

Walled in by rifted rocks, the Tale m* Ascra 

Lies, lite a nook withdrawn beyond the reach 

Of violence ; and yet the crescent crowns 

A minaret, and tells a startling tale 

Of woe and fear. Beyond, the Theban plain 

Stretches to {dry distance, till it seems 

Lifted in air, — green corn-fields, olive groves 

Blue as their heaven, and lakes, and winding rivers, 

And towns whose white walls catch the amber light, 

That burns, then dies away, and leaves them pSe 

And glimmering, while a floating vapor spreads 

From marsh and stream, tjll all is like a sea, 

Boiling to CEta, and the Eubcean chain, 

Strettaing, in purple dunnoss, on the verge 

Of this uncloudedT heaven. Far in the east 

The -S^gean twinkles, and its thousand isles 

Hover in mist, and round the dun horizon 

Are many floating visions, clouds, or peaks, 

Tinted with i-ose. Before me lies a land 

Hallowed with a peculiar sanctity, 

Tlie eye of Greece, — a wild of rocks and hills, 
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Lifted in shadowy cones, and deep between 

Mysterious hollows, once the proud abodes 

Of Genius and of Power. Kow twilight tlrowg 

Around her softest veil, a purple haze 

Investing all at hand, and farther on 

Skyey and faint and dim. Methinks I catch, 

TiiEouffh the far opening heists, the Parthenon, 

And aB its rarcling glones. Balamia 

Lies on its dusky wave ; and ferther out 

Islands and capes, and many a flitting sdl 

White as a sea-bird's wing. The stars are out. 

And all beneath is dark. The lower hills 

Float in obseimty, and plain and sea 

Are blended in one haze. Cyllene stjll 

Beai-s on her snowy crown the rosy blusli 

Of twilight; and tliy loftier head, Parnassus, 

Has not yet lost the glory and the blaae 

That snit the heaven of song. Tliere let me pause | 

There fix my latest look. How beautiful. 

Sublimely beautiful, thou horerest 

High in the vacant ^r ! Thou seemesfc uplifted 

Fi-om all of earth, and like an island floating 

Away in heaven. How pure the eternal anowa 

Tliat crown thae 1 yet how rich the golden blaze 

That flashes from thy peak ! how like the rose, 

The virein rose, the tints that fiide below. 

Till all js sweetly pale I Are there not harps 

Warbling above thee? voices, too, attuned 

To an unearthly song ? Methinks I hear them 

Breathing around me, with a charm and spell. 

That melt my heart to weeping. It is sad, 

That song of heaven, — the funeral symphony 

Of ancient worthies, foe the murdered P' 



And hail them as their sons; and yet they weep 
Their unavailing tflil. Is there no hand 
To grasp the avenging sword, and tear tlie knife 
Fi-om the assassin ? Must these generous hearts 
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Pour out their Hood like water, till tl\e flood 
Of rage and power has swept them from the earth, 
And buried all tlieir bright and hallowed land 
In death and darkness ? O, forbid it, nations 
Who bear the name of Christian, and are proud 
Of light and truth and mercy. Arm ye ; take 
The cross and sword ; move to the war of death 
Stem and devoted ; pause not, till the Turk 
Has lost the power to harm ; then give to Greece 
Her ancient liberty, and ye shall live 
Immortal, in your feme. 



THE paethe:non. 

Thi3 rock was once the seat of pomp and power; 

Here rest the chiefe of olden time, 

And here the orator sublime 
Shed on their willing ears his golden, shower. 

Here stood their temple in its beauty's blaae. 
When like a thing of light it rose. 
And proudly on Uieir dazzled foes 

80 brightly beamed, it quelled their daring gaze. 

Here stood Minerva with her guaiiiian shield, 

And from her threatening lance 

Shot sueh a lightning glance, 
Bone dared to try the heaven-protected field. 

Here Genius, Glory, Piety were shrined, 

And hence that Spint flew. 

Whose wing has hurried through 
The darkened world, and fired the inglorious mJnd. 
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By Suniiim'a rock I took my way 

Along the blue ,SIgean aea, 
That bright in golden sunset lay 

Bound the fan- islands of the free; 
A jbrm of more than mortal mould 

On the high rock sublimely rose ; 
The bosses of her buckler rolled 

Like eyes of lightning on her foea : 
I looked, — the blue-eyed goddess there 
SbDod glorious in the evening air. 

She stood and rmsed her brazen lance, 

That glittered like a meteor's beam ; 
lis light oelow in quiyering dance 

Flashed gayly on Ihe ocean stream ; 
Bound her tall casque her plumy crest 

Shook with a terrible sign of power, 
And the grim M^a on her breast 

Told to the Turk his destined hour : 
She spake, — and like the rush of flame 
Her voice in awful n 



" Sons, woi'thy of your warrior sires ! 

Tours is the cause of earth and heaven ; 
Shame to the heart that Mnts or tires. 

Till the last saicrifice is gi^ven ! 
Go fearlessly along your path, — 

It mounts to liberty ana fame ; 
Go, with an unrelenting wrath, 

And conquer till the Turk is tame : 
When the red fires of battle glare, 
Eemember — I am with ye there. 
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Here the Athenian sternly bound, 
For vapid fight, his mantle's fold: 

He saw the Persian tents below ; 
They filled and blackened all the plaii 

He rushed, — and, like a torrent's flow, 
Swept them, and hurled them to the m 

This was the wrath that made hii" fi^e, 

The fearieas wrath of Liberty. 

" What if a cold and coward world 

Leave ye to work your way alone ; 
Be the new banner never furled 

■Ell Liberty ib all our own. 
Tell them we ask no other aid 

Than our own hearts in such a cause ; 
No, none but Freemen's hands were mad 

To fight and win for equal laws. 
Go, with a firm, confiding breast, — 
Go, fight, and win the conqueror's rest." 



THE GEEEK MOUNTAINEEES. 

Wow bind in myrtle wreaths the aven^g sword. 
Like him who, at the Panatheniaa games. 
With the bold heart no tyrant queOs 



Centuries of darkness have not dimmed us quite, — 
We have the heart to feel, the hand to smite. 
Wo to the wretch who dares to cross our path 1 
Our souls are gathered to the effort, — free 
We have been, and we will be, and our sires 
Shall look fl^m heaven, and see us light the fires 
Oa thy eternal altars. Liberty I 
Though the proud fanes of ancient glory lie 
Crushed by the hand of havoc and of time, 
Still tower, with front as lofty and sublune. 
Yon hoary peaks, the pillars of the sky. ,-. . 
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There lived the Siiliote free, when all below 

Bowed to the Ottoman, — tlie Maiiiote there 

Wandered as wildly aa his mountain air. 

And deilt at will his vengeance on liia foe. 

These are thy temples, Liberty]. — these heighta 

Nursed the first hsady Dorian in his cave ; 

And there, when Sparta aant, the free and brave 

Hung on the unconquered racks their beacon lights. 

There stood thy altars, and the eternal flame 

Burns round the clondy summits, with a glow 

As bright as when it cheered the plains below, 

And ht the sacred band to death and fame. 

We loo will have our glory,™ we will light 

Our torchea in the fire that never dies; 

And witli a terrible and solemn rite 

Devote us to our country's liberties. 

We bind our aworda in myrtle, and we go 

To meat the proud oppressor on his way : 

Let but the tyrant sink beneath the blow, 

Gladly we die, — our foes can only slay. 

They cannot rob us of that wreath of fame, 

The glorious chiefe of ancient Athens bear; 

O, how they come to meet us in the air. 

Borne on their chariots and steeds of flame I 

Wo hasten to our vengeance and we die,— 

Wide to the winds our blood, our Uvea, are given ■ 

In the mid-joy of fight they hiirvy by. 

Seize us, and bear us to tlie Patriot's Heaven. 



One last, best effort now 1 

They shall not call us slaves, — 
These iron necis shall never bow 
To barter for a hated life, 
But we will tell, in mortal strife, 
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What wrath a ireeman braves : 
A few short years, and we hare known 
The pride and joy — to live alone. 



Again the hymn of Liberty 

aosfi from the high Athenian shrine, 

And virgin hands did often twine, 

In the dark olive wood, 
Their garlands for the youthful brow 
"Who taught tlie heathen Turk to how. 

These have been glorions days ; 
Let eome what will, our fame 
Is like the sun's eternal blaze, 



The^ too shall name 
Boziarjs, and ilie few who died, 
Victims of glory, by his side. 

The world has told our doom, — 

'T is liberty or death! 
The tree we planted must not bloom, 
Por Turk and Christian — all unite, 
And royal hands our sentence write, 

And yet our breath. 
When trampled by the ruffian herd, 
Shall never breathe one recreant word. 

If we must die, then die ! 

And let tlie foul disgrace 
Cling to their names eternally, 
Who, when they had the power to save, 
Doomed to a dark and bloody grave 

A liigh, devoted race. 
Awhile the sweets of life to know, 
God, and then to perish ec 
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But freedom lias one shore ; 

Would we could shelter there 
The tendw ones we value more 
Than life or feme I O generous men ! 
Be with ua, as ye long have been, 

And we will share 
All the poor fruit of toils and paiiis, — 
Our hearts, our lives, perhaps our chains. 

Come, at this fatal hour, 

Ye last of high-born souls; 
Come, when the crushing weight of power 
Has all but bent our necks to earth ; 
We will not shame our glorious birth ; 

Nor Turk nor Hun controls 
The heart that holds the Spartan fire, 
The sacred relic of bis sire. 

We know ye cannot fear, 

We know that ye are brave, — 
To us, your very name is dear : 
0, by that name, and all its light, 
We bid ye join the murderous fight, 
To win and save ! 



GRECIAN LIBEllTr. 

Gi.OEiODS Vision ! who art thou, 
With thy starry crown of light. 
Like the diadem of night 
On the ^thiop monarch's brow ? 
And why art thou descending 
From thy bnght Olympian throne, 
And thy lavidi glory lending. 
Like the ever-rwling sun, 
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To the self-deyoted band 
On the threshold of their land? 
Few, but hardy, are their ranks. 
And they never will retire. 
Though ten thousand on their flanks 
Hurl a storm of steel and fire, — 
Though an iron tempest rain 
Death and darkness, till the day 
Pass in dim eclipse away, — 
Though the thunderbolts of war 
Plough their furrows in tlie plain, 
And the echoing mountains bay 
To the tumult from a&x. 

O, bright and glorious creature, 

Winged and mailed and armed for fight ! 

Though beautifld in feature. 

Like a spirit of delight, 

Tet the arching of thy brow, 

And thy proud and pliant form. 

Tell of one, who rides the storm, 

When the sternest warriors bow 

And the bravest yield their breath 

At the summoning of death. 

There thou standest on the mountains, 

And the sparkle of thy qiear, 

Like a sunbeam on the fountc^ns 

To the gallant few below, 

Is a ^gn of wrath and fern- 

To the blind and bmtal foe ; 

Like a beacon, let it blaze 

Broad and flaring, till it daze 

All who come with foot profane 

To this consecrated plain, 

Where thy pure and perfect shrine 

Tonths and maidens Rrved to twine 

With the laurel and the myrtle. 

And the shadow of thy grove. 

Haunt of innocence and love. 



Heard the wii^d arrows hurtjLe ^ GooqIc 



From the flowety-wreatlien bow, 
TVlth a whiBper like the flow 
Of a brook, that ■winds afar 
Underneath the evening star. 

O, they were happy daya, 

When, rep<ffiing m the shade, 

Ehna and vines and poplars mitde, 

It was all thy joy to gaze 

On (he t'ai:ea and Ihe dances. 

Twining hands and burning glances, 

Where Passion went and came. 

Like an arrow tipped with flame. 

Though thou didst often lie 

With a pleased and placid eye. 

As thy childrea took tfteir pleasure, 

And the merry flute and viol 

Told, in Ught and airy measure, 

All the joya and sporla of leisure ; 

Not the less, to meet the trial, 

Thou wouldst gird thy warlike arms, 

And with bare and ei^er Made, 

On, through dangers and alarms, 

To the wreath of Victory wade. 

Thou couldst leave thy pleasant woods. 

And the harvest of the plain, 

And along the torrent floods 

To the frozen mouubuns clunb. 

Where they reared their fronts sublime ; 

Or, scorning Slavery's chain, 

Make thy dwelling on the main. 

From the Dorian rocks and caves. 

When the goi^d and glutted foe 

Like an Alpine stream that rav^ 
When the autumn rains are pouring, 
And the pines in mist are towering, — 
So thou ifidst rush and sweep 
To the dark, remorseless deep, 
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With thy fixij and thy force, 
Shield and chariot, man and horse. 
And thy sword wrought far and wide, 
mi lie land was purified. 

And now diou dost awake, 

And thy dream of ages hreak. 

From the faalls of ice and snow, 

Whence thy classic rivers flow ; 

From thy palace in the clouds. 

Where Uie light of evening runs 

On the rolling wreatli that shrouds 

The last.reftige of thy sons, — 

Peaks, that never Turk has trod. 

Where the aimed and ardent Klepht 

Found his shelter, when he left, 

For a prey to wasting fires, 

All the temples of his God, 

And the dwellings of his sires ; 

From thy caverns in the rock, 

From thy dark and hidden hold, 

Thou hast nerved thee to the shock. 

And thy warning shout has rolled, — 

Height from height has caught the sound, 

And thy ibea in haste retire ; 

Now the tumult rises higher, — 

'T is a nation's cry of joy, — 

"None torav^ and destroy, — 

Not a fijreign foot is ftrand 

On <mx consecrated ground." 
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HELLAS. 

Lakd of bards and heroes, hail ! 

Land of gods and godlike men, 
Thine were hearts that could not quail, 

Earth was glorious then ; 
Thine were souls fiat dared be free, 
Power, and Fame, and Liberty. 

In thy best and brightest hour, 

Thoa wert like l£e sun in heaven ; 

Like the bow that spans the shower, 
Thou to e^rth wert given ; 

Nations turned to thee and prayed 

Thou wouldst fold them in thy shade. 

Like the infant Hercules, 

Thou didst spring at once to power, 
With the energy that frees 

Millions in an hour : 
From the wave, the rock, the glen, 
Freedom called her chosen then. 

What though thousands fought with oni 
Did th^ sons draw back in fear ? 

No, — with ^gis like a Bun, 
Pallas hovered near : 

Wisdom with her diamond shield 

Guarded well the fatal field. 

Pair and bright her temple shone, 
Meet for such divine abode ; 

There in m^esty alone, 
Loftily she trode : 

Time in vun his bolt has hurled ; 

Still it stands, to awe the world. 

Thine were all that rouse the spirit 
From its dim and deathly (J 
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O, shall man again inherit 

Such undying beams ? 
Lend thy kindling breath awhile ; 
Earth shall then m glory smile. 

Land where every vale and mountain 

Echoes to immortal strains, 
Light is round the stream and fountain, 

Light on all thy plains. 
Never shall thy glOTy set; 
Thou shalt he our beacon yet. 

Yea, — for now thy sons are calling 
To the tombs tliat hold their sires, — 

One by one their chains are falling, — 
They have tit tlieir fires ; 

See 1 irom peak to peak they run, 

Bering Freedom's signal on. 

On, from peak to peak, they rush ; 

Wide and far the glory flows ; 
Streams of light unearthly gush 

From their crown of snows. 
Hear ye not the warning call ? 
" Shall a nation rise and faU 1 ' 

Ho ! forbid it, graciowa Heaven ! 

Though a world look coldly on ; 
Be the unyielding spirit given, — 

Be the battle won ; 

the brave, 

Jf they lose the glorious prize. 
Be thy rocks a nation's t^imb, — 

Man shall ank, no more to rise. 
If they meet that doom I 

Come, ye slaves ! and read, and fear, - 

Freedom's last, best hope is here ! 
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When our patriot fathers met 

In the dark and 117111^ hour, 
While the hand of Britam yet 

Pressed us with its weight of power, 
Still they dared to tell the foe 

They wore never made for sla,ves, — 
Still they bade the nations know 

They were free as ocean's waves. 

Yonder is the glorious hill 

Where their blood was nobly shed, — 
Never with a firmer will 

Hearts of &eemen beat and bled : 
ShaU the son forget His sire ? 

No, — the adnuring world shall see 
High a pillared tomb aspire, 

Like a tower of Liberty. 

Ubw the arch of empire swells 

Proud and daring, fixed and strong: 
While the hand of ruin fells 

Nations that have flourished loi^; 
Loftier the temple springs, 

Telling on its front sublime, 
How it scorns the rage of kings. 

And the wasting tooth of tune. 

From its high and lifted brow, 
See, it sends a wakening light, 

Where a world is slumbering now 
In the shades of eastern night; 

They shall feel the quickening fire, 
Rise and run to meet the day. 
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None shall ever rashly dare 

Lift his hand against tliis shrine, 
While its pediment sliall bear 

Names so honored and divine : 
High above the aacred band, 

There in light unfading set, 
Like twin stars of glory, stand 

Wasiiingtos and Lapayettb. 



LY 4, 1836. 

Bbtno- to this high and holy rite 

A spirit worthy of our sires : 
Still may their zeal, a guiding light, 
Inform us with its noblest fires ! 
This the day that saw them rise 
Bright, Jn glory, to the skies. 

Then came they forth, a nation new, 

To kindle and to warn a world ; 
Then high to heaven their e^le flew ; 
Defiance on their foe they hurled. 
Britons dared not call them slaves, — 
Freedom floiuished on their graves. 

Be round us now, a sacred band ; 

Assist us, at Che shrine ye raised ; 
Go forth to animate our land, 

Bright as at first your valor blazed. 
Fatl 



Fathers, heroes, you w 
May yom' spirit grace us alL 
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Look down flflm that gublime abode, 
Where now ye sit in high repose ; 
Fair are the batUe-flelda ye trod ; 
No more the tide of slaughter flows. 
Welcome, Peace ! theTx>oa is due, 
Full and glorious, all to you. 

Afew, an a^ed few remain, 

«thren in the war of death ; 



Your brel 
Their pi 



i with a quickening hreath, 
emulate our ares, — 
cherish long their Area. 



Theirs was the noblest, proudest part. 
The toils that set a nation free. 
Now those generous toils are done ; 
Liberty ana peace are won. 

The flame that warmed and waked their souls, 

Bums like a beacon on our hills ; 

Through all our fayored land it rolls ; 

Brignt is the heart it fires and fills. 

&ill the watch-word sounds, — bo free ; 
Still 't is Death or Liberty. 

Then close this hi^h and holy rite 

With honor to Uie wise and brave ; 
The men who dared the field of fight 
Their homes to bless, their land to save- 
Now to those who fought and fell. 
Bid the lofty chorus swell. 
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SEA PICTUEES. 
1. 

WiBE to the -wind the canvas tlirow ; 

The moment calls, — away, away ! 
And let the full libation flow 

To the bright sentinel of day ; 
Fill high the beaker to its brim. 

And freely pour it in, the sparkling sea, 
That the blue-cinctured galley swim 

Light as a bird who feels its liberty. 
And, gladdening in the sun's reviving smile, 
Floats o'er the water to its osier isle. 

Now let the sails be widely spread 

To catch the welcome breath of heaven ; 
The light clouds hurry overhead. 

By we free mountain bi'eezes driven. 
We catch it now, — the enlivening air 

Sounds cheerily amid the eraclding sails ; 
Away, away I the wind is fair r 

Haste on to meet the ever-blowing gales. 
Where, softly breathing o'er the marble main, 
They smooth its billows to a liquid plain. 

n. 

Spread every sail before the wind; 

Catch all the breathings of a gale so fair; 
It steals upon us from behind. 

Like an invisible spirit through the aiy : 
Wide laughs the quickly heaving sea, — 

Its foam-nreaths twinkle in the sun ; 
Onward the galley hurries, steadily. 

Like the front horse who knows the victory wo 
And with his balanced limbs and waving mane 
Sfcjms, lightly as a dove, the even plain. 
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BEA KCTURES. 256 

Yonder tlie mountains bluely rise, 

Their fcreheada wMteEed by the amilu of heaven ; 
They hang like summer clouds around the skies 

Soft slumbering in the golden ligbt of even : 
Yon peaks mount upwara from the Elysian vales, 

Where an eternal spring unfolds 
Mowers never fading to her quickening gales. 

And the same tree in blended beauty holds 
Bud, bloom, and fruitage in its early down. 
Or brightly peering feith amid its leafy crown. 



All tells of an eternal beauty there ; 

One glorious sunshine gilds the amaranth bowers ; 
Ko rolling elond, no gusty rain, 

No light-winged snow, come rushing from the sky. 
But shininff dews bedrop the spiky plain, 

Oft twinkling as the sea-wind flutters by ; 
There Langs in middle air the prineelj- pahn, 

Sivaying its broad leaves to the whispering gale, 
Its llowei^tufts drooping low, as in a calm 

Floats the gay pennon round the uncertain sail; 
There springmg from the ocean's breast. 

Silent and cool, Hesperian breezes rove ; 
They only fan the happy to their rest, 

And give a pleasing murmur to the grove. 

Ill 

Stkaihly breathes the ever-blowing gale ; 

The ship rides proudly on the silent sea; 
There 'a musie in the bosom of the sail. 

Like the soft night-wind in a cypress-tree : 
Spread smoothly as a temple's marble floor, 

Heaves onward to the sky the long, long swell ; 
Nothing is heard but the far-uttered roar. 
Stealing in undulations from the shore. 

Like the low murmur in a twisted shell. ,-. , 
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256 SEA PICTTJItBS, 

Steadily_ moves the ship along ifa way, 
Sporting its streamers in the tropic sun, 

While overhead gloivs a redoubled day. 
And the still hours in higher circles run, 

mi evening, in a wreath of glory dreat,. 

Comes blushing from the rosy kindling west. 

There is no visible motion in the air ; 

T is one eternal tide for ever going 
On with the glorious orb that guides it there. 

Like rivers down to ocean's hollow flowing: 
The gull wheels round them on his balanced wing 

Light as a snow-flalce calmly floating by. 
Watching with fixed eye, where with sudden spring 

The blue-fin leaps to catch the painted fly ; 
So deep a cahn broods over all, the crew 

Slumber at midday on the shaded deck. 
While the lone pilot safely steers them through 

Seas that have rarely borne tiie shattered wreck ; 
Where the ship glides upon the pointed rock 
So gentiy, not a sleeper feels the shock. 
Then, slowly rocking, dips its plunging prow. 
And rushes headlong to the abyss below. 

The glory and the beauty of a calm ; 

The Bun throned proudly in a deep blue sky; 

No mist, no stain to '!'"' its Tyrian dye ; 
The air all living with a breathii^ balm 
Sent from tlie scarlet flower-tufls of the palm 

On the lone rocky islet lifted high ; 
There the flamingo, like a thing of lire. 

Shoots in a meteor flight, and grandly there 

Sits the sea-eagle poised in middle air. 
Rolling his red eye with a monarch's ire. 
The ocean, as it moves along below, 

Just stAes the rock, ana heaves one foaming 

Or sends a hollow murmur through the cave, 
Then soiUy steals away in silent flow. 

GoosL- 



A FRA&MENT. 257 

How higli, and yet how soothing, thus to sail 
Steadily o'er a sheet of glassy green, 

Cvifved to its centre like a verdant vale, 

Whei-e, all her canvas frpread to catch the gale, 
The vessel waJkg her way hke ocean's queen, — 

Seemiog at distance through the crystalline air, 
Her bright sails fringed with each aerial hue, 
An iris floating on its ground of blue, 

Or white-winged spirit calmly hovering there. 



A FKAGMEA'T. 

IIr long had wound his solitary way 

Beneath the branches of a forest old. 
And by his tangled path, in murmuring play, 

A little river down its waters rolled ; 
Now in a deep and darkling pool it lay ; 

Then from the sun it caught a touch of gold, 
As through the lightly opening leaves it passed, 
And gave a cheenid glance that could not last. 

And so in lone; and silent wandering 

He walked Beneath the thick inwoven roof 

Of the long boughs, and leaves low -whispering; 
And nothing sounded near him, hut the hod* 

Of the seated deer, that with a sudden spring 
Fled his approach, and slyly kept aloof, 

Watching him with a dark and e^er eye, 

Till he had passed the timid creature by. 

And so he travelled on till low the sun 
Had sank, and now looked through the ancient 

And hi-onzod the mossy trunks, as one by one 
They met the flowing of that airy flood, 
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258 A FKAGMENT, 

Wliicli seemed on the cool evening wind to ran, 
Till it flowed o'er tlie thicket where he stood, 
And gave to every shivering leaf and spray 
A flush as of the merry morn in May. 

And now he saw that he had well-nigh passed 
The weary length of wilderness, for soon, 

Between two poplars slender aa a mast. 

The B in ghone broad, as when he holds at noon 

The middle sty, and from behind them oast 
A flash of light, till all the roof was strewn 

With brightne^, Uke a multitude of stars, 

As the leaves shitted with the shifUng aire. 

And forth, he went, and all before him lay 

A meadow covered thick with summer flowers, 

And through that glade tlie river took its way, 
Bow open, then beneath high-arching bowers, 

Where the vine hung its clusters, and the bay 
Shot through their purpling tufts its leafy towers ; 

The irind blew fresher there, and all the grass 

Bent low its heavy head to let it pass. 

And all that meadow Icindled hj tlie flush 
Of the red sun, who now behmd a hiU 

Dipped his broad circle, and with deepening blush 
fech moment clipped his rosj' ftilnesa, till 

He vanished quite, and then with sudden rush 
Wide flashing streams of glory seemed to fill 

The sky above him, and then mounted higher, 

Till half the heaven was like a sea of flre. 

And ffl-adually this glow of light grew pale, 
And only hung on the low-lj-ing cloud ; 

And (hen a long, dark shadow hid the vale, 
And covered up its beauty, like a shroud ; 

Then all was dark, but the outspreading sail 
Of the lone ejigle, where he circled proud. 

Seeming as if he could not bid adieu 

To his loyed sun, and SO to meet him few. , ^ 



THE MYTHOLOGY OF GREECE. 25: 

And then from out the forest boogha ivaa Leard, 
As if it faintly mourned the dym^ day, 

The soft Qomplaimng of a twilight bird ; 
And as the riaible world all silent lay, 

So that a huah or thicket hardly stirred, 
It floated throngh the darkness far away ; 

Then sinking fo a fiunt and fwnter tone. 

It left the wearied wanderer alone. 



THE MYTHOLOGY OP GREECE. 

Theee was a time, when the o'erhanging sky 
And the fair earth with its variety, 
Mount^n and valley, continent and sea, 
Were not alone the unmovjng things that lie 
Slumbering beneath the sun's unclouded eye ; 
But every fountain had !b9 spirit then. 
That held communion oft with holy men, 
And frequent from the heavenward mountain ca 
liriffht creatures, hoverins round omringsof flai 
Ana some mysterious abyl darkly gave 
llesponses from the dim and hidden cave ; 
Voices were heard waking the silent air, 
A solemn music echoed from the wood, 
And often from the bosom of the flood 
Came forth a sportive Maiad passing l^r, 
The clear drop? twinkling in ner braded hair ; 
And as the hunter throuSi the forest strayed, 
Quick-glantang Beauty shot across the glade, 
Her polished arrow levelled on her bow, 
Keady to meet the fawn or boundin" roe; 
And often on the mountain-tops the nom 
Rang round the rocky pinnacles, and played, 
In lighter echoes, from the checkered shade. 



Brightness, that quivered with the quivering mass 
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Of thickly arching foliage ; ■ — often there 
Dian and all her bwp of girls were seen 
Dancing by moonlight on the ieyij green, 
When me cool night-wind through Qie forest blew, 
And every leaf in tremnlous glances flew ; 
And in the cloudless fields of upper air, 
"With ooldhr pale and melancholj' smile 
The moon looked down on that bnsht spot, the while, 
Which in the depth of darkness 3ione as fair, 
As in lone southern seas a palmy isle ; 
And when a hunter-hoy, who far away 
Had wandered through the wild-wood from his home. 
Led by the eagerness of youth to roam. 
Buried in deep unbroken slumber lay, — 
Then as the Ml moon poured her mellow light 
FuU on the mossy pillow where he slept, 
One more than nymph, in sylvan armor dight, 
Bent fondly over him, and smiled, and wept. 
Each lonely spot was hallowed then ; ~- the oak 
That rfer the village altar hung, would tell 
Strange hidden things, — tlie old remembered well, 
How ftom its gloom a spirit often spoke. 
There was not then a fountain or a cave, 
But had its reverend oracle, and gave 
Responses to the fearful crowd, who came 
And called the indwelling deity by name. 
Then every snowy peak, that lifted high 
Its shadowy cone to meet the bending sky. 
Stood like a heaven of loveliness and light ; 
And as the gilt clond rolled its glory by, 
Chariots and steeds of flame st<»d hameased there, 
And gods came tbrth and seized the golden reins. 
Shook tlie bright scourge, and through the bound- 
Bode over starry fields and azure plains. 
It was a beautiful and glorious dream. 
Such as would kindle high the soul of song; 
The bard who struck his hai'p to such a theme 
Gathered new beauty as he moved along : 
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His way was now through wilds and beds of flowers, 
Bough mountains met him now, and then ag^n 
G-ay yallejs hung with vines in moven bowers 
Led to the bright waves of the purple """"'"" 
All seemed oneoright enchantment then 



On earth Ose SpXEtT OF Life, in heaven Ose Son. 



OrTE bright aunshiaj' autumn day, 

When the leaves were just beginning to fade, 

I saw a gay and laughing maid 

Stand by the side of a public way. 

There she stood evect and tall ; 

Her flowery cheek had caught the dyes 

Of the earliest dawn, and m I her eyes, 

Sot a star that shoots or flies. 

But those dark eyes outahioe them all. 

She stood with a long and slender wand, 
With a tassel of hair at its pcanted tip ; 
And fast aa the dews from a forest drip. 
When a summer shower has bathed the lajid, 
So quick a tliousand coloi's came. 
Darting along like shapes of flame. 
At every turn of her gliding hand. 
She gave a form to the bodiless air. 
And clear, as a mirroi'ed sheet it lay ; 
And phantoms would comu and pass away, 
Aa her magical rod was pointed there. 

First the shape of a budding rose, 
Just nnfolding its tender leaf; ,-- r 
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Tlieii, all unbound its virgin zone, 
Full in its pride and beauty blown, 
It heavily hanga like a nodding sheaf; 
And a cloud ol perfume around it Howe. 

Then a minrfing of vale and hill, 

Hung aroimd witb a woody screen, — 

O, how alive its quivering green 1 

And there a babbUng brook ie seen 

To turn, the wheel of a moas-grown mill : 

There is a clear and glassj^ pool. 

And a boy lies idly along its brink. 

And he dropa a pebble to see it ainfe 

Down in that depth, so ealm and cool ; 

And out from behind a bowering ti'ee 

There peeps a maiden crowned with flowers; 

The two are innocent paramours ; — 

At hor delicate laugh he turns to see, 

And then she darta like a fiighted fawn 

That springs away irom the turfy lawn. 

And far in the tangled thicket cowers : 

So she flies in her haste to hide 

The blush that mantles her cheek and brow ; 

Then he languidly turns his eye aade 

To the quiet orook's eternal flow. 

There you may see a warrior horse, 

AH his trappings are dropped with gold; 

How his eye sparkles 1 and oh ! how hold, 

Aa he spring away in hifi pride and force. 

There a dam and keen-eyed Moor 

Hangs and pulls at his bridle-rein, 

But all hia fiill andmight are vain ; 

He prances and tosses, — and, hark ! away, 

Bright aa the flashina steeds Of day, 

He lias broke from his keeper, and flings his mane. 

Like a streaming meteor, over tlie plain. 

Can you not see the creature neigh, 

In his vapory nostrils panting wide, 

III his tossing head and his arch of nride^-- -^ ,|,r ., 



And liLi rapM glanee from side to side, 
As 111! stands and boats the echoing ground 
"With a quivering tramp, and suddea bound? 
Then with a tremble m eveiy limb, 
And an angry snort, ho darta away, 
And round in a circle he seems to swim. 
Or bends and. turns like a lamb at play. 



Was thei"e ever a aliape so fine and f^r ? 
And oh I what wealth of sminy liEur 
Clings around like a glittering shroud. 

Pure as a flake, ere it leaves the aky. 

She waves it around with a ffraco and a chann, 

And, putting her glossy ringlets by, 

Shows to the sught a Up and eye. 

Is it a shape of light and air, 

A vermeil cloud, and a midnigbt star. 

That meet and mingle in glory there, 

Or one of the winged apinfs uiat fly 

T.ike the prophet who rose in his flery car? 

No, 't is a being of hnman mould, 

Changing with blush, and tear, and smile. 

Such aa the bard in his lonely isle 

Close to his heart would love to fold. 

Back she throws her toaang curls, 

Clieek and brow and neck ai« bare, 

Tenderly crimson and purely fair. 

Like a damask-rose when it first unfiirls 

Its feathery tosom to light and air. 

Now that world of grace is calm, 

Sweeter and deaier, but not so bright, — 

Like a flower wlien it sends the dew of night 

Eauk from its breast in a cloud of halm. 

See on her lids the gathering tear, 

Clear as a star in the nudni^t main. 

Such ahe might drop on her mother's bier. 

Or shed for the youth who has long been dMnv ,|,r ., 



When she paj-ts and iiovcr may meet iigain. 

O, what flashes of glory break 

From that cryatalliae Smnt of love and joy ! 

All her smilea and glances wake, 

And those opening Kpa such music maire, 

As rings from the ueart of the hunter hoy. 

When he springs through the forest, fleet and proud, 

And the startled echoes are many and loud. 

Loud as the burst of a nation's joy. 

In the rocks that girdle the mountain lake. 

Now for the touch of a maater-haud I 

See I how she poises and waves her wand. 

As if in ft dream of busy thought 

She sought for ri^ons and found them not. 

Kow it rises, — and look, — what power 

Springs to life, as she lifts her rod I 

Is it a hero, ov Tisible god. 

Or bard in his rapt and gifted hour ? 

What a lofly ana glorious brow, 

Bent like a temples towering arch. 

As if that a wondering world might march 

To the altar of mind, and kneel and bow ; 

And tJjen what a deep and spirited eye, 

Quick aa a quirering orb of \fire, 

Chanwng and shifting from Jove to ire, 

Like me lights in a summer-evening sky ; 

Then the hving and breathing grace 

Sent from the whole of that magic fece. 

The eloquent play of his lips, the smile 

Sporting in sunbeams there awhile, 

Hien with the throb of passion pressed 

Like a shivering leaf that cannot rest, — 

And still as a iSte when it waits a storm, 

That wraps the mountain's giant form. 

When they lie in the shade of his awful frown, 

And his gathered broira are wrinkled down. 

Such the visions that breathe and live. 

The playful touch of her wand can P'^jonoli-- 



MUSINGS. 

My spirit was o'er-wearied with the toil 
At wfiich the heart reyolts ; and dark and chill 
The world mas hushed around me, and all life 
Lay in a deathlike slumber. I alone 
Was woeful, and I looked upon the night 
Beautiiiil in its cloudleee fii-mEtment, 
And in its canopy of myriad stars, 
IVith such a sense of sorrow, as when one 
Deeply enamored gazes on a form 
Sliaped to celestial beauty, with the keen 
And bitter thot^ght that he can only gaze, 
And love and worship, but can never be 
Loved with an equal pasMon. It was dark, 
And idl the light that looked upon the eartfi 
AVaa in those gbrious creatures which afar 
Shone in their awful grandeur. No sweet moon 
T.ent to the twilight hSls a softer day, 
And threw upon the waving folds of mist, 
Tlien curling from the valley, such a tint 
Of purity, the far-off mountain anow 
Is dim and faint beside it. It was still ; 
The winds were -Mlent, and the forest boughs 
Stood hushed ■rfithout a motion, and their leaves 
Sent out no more that harmony of sounds 
By which the unseen ministera of air 
Utter their low-tuned voices. All was mute, 
Solemnly mute, hut the faint-fallmg chime 
Of a small rivulet, that stole away, 
Buried in tufts of roses, through a grove. 
That rose high-arching o|er it. This woidd come 
At times upon my ear witli such sweet sounds 
Of clear, yet hr<ien melody, my soul 
Urank in the quiet rapture, and was filled 
Awhile with alike sweetness, and I seemed 
A portion of the pure and motionle^ air. 
And that the voices of invisible forms, 
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All yonng and lovely, were enslirined within 

The compass of my being, and myself 

Was living with their muac. Then it sank 

Slowly away, and down the fioweiy bank, 

That still sent up its offerings of balm, 

And filled the night with odora waited fer 

On the cahn bi-eathin^ of the western gale, 

Which now seemed waking, and at times woiild wave 

In a wide fold fie drapery of my eoueh, 

And shake tha wild vine, where it clustered o'er 

My half-raised casement, — down the flowery bant 

Reflecting, in its beads of di'opping dew 

Hung on the bending grass, the many eyes 

That calmly watched m heaven, and looked on earth. 

As motliers on their infants, when the night 

Draws near to Jta meridian, and the pale 

Fast-dying taper (irowB its trembling light 

Full on the innocent slnmberer, whoae repose 

Ja happiness ; whose dreams, if it has dreams, 

Are iS. in Bmiles ; and as the day flits by 

Lighi^winged, and without tears that are not pure, 

So is ita sramber full of deep delight. 

And unembittered tr^ the keen regret 

Of past repented folues, or the fear 

That darkens in tlie fiiture,' — -down the bank 

The tinkling of the water-fall would glide, 

And stealing throngb its canopy of flowers, 

It then wonM seem all wlent; — ^yet my ear 

Followed it, and I hung upon ita sounds 

Still warbling neai in fitncy, as we gaze 

Intently on flie lips that lately breathed 

With a most tender music, and still seem 

To listen to that deep, mysterious flow 

Of Bpirit^touohing melodies ; and when 

They tremble with her breath, as the full leaves 

Shake on the rose when the stifl air awakes. 

And cornea to kiss their dews, — O, then wo hear, 

Thougi all is silent, such a strain, the heart 

Beats quickly, and dissolves in tears away. 
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Thus were my feelings softened by the night, 
Its silence, and its darkness, and the eoanda 
Tliat innde that silence deeper, as they came 
Low- whispering through my window, like tlie volcf 
Of one who Hghs in love, or as the breath 
or a pnre spirit on its ministry 
Of comfort to the wretched, or of hope 
And courage to the tailing. Then my thonghta, 
Wow freed from their dark burden, took a flight 
Into a fonder region, and they went 
Back to remembered days, when summer smiled. 
Not only in the blue sky, and the fields 
Kipe for the harvest, but more sweetly smiled 
In my youi^ heart, and in its livery dressed 
All forms that moved around me, and endowed 
Tlie lovely with a spirit's loveliness. 
And made them so divinely beautiful, 
I lived in beauty, and it was the sum 
Of all my thoughts and feelings, and it threw 
Its mantle o'er all creatures, and it gave 
An all-pervading color to my life. 
And happiness alone was centred in 
The contemplation of the fairest things; 
And whether it were forms, or hues, oi- eonnds. 
Or looks that speak the heart, and shadow out 
The workings of the fiiculty within 
Which images all nature, and anew 
Shapes it to fresh creations of a port 
More lofty, and an attitude and air 
More kindred to its tastes and tendencies, — 
AVhether it was in thinM that have no life, 
The sports of Nature's handiwork, or those 
Eternal statues where the soul of man 
Stands fixed in jmmortiality, — in flowers 
Or leaves light^^ancin^, or in waving woods 
Poised in luxuriant majesty aloft 
On the uplifted monntain, — in the wing, 
That glided through the yielding element 
In every curve of gracefulness, and swept 
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Proudly the deepest bosom of the aif, 

Aad rode in llgtt triumphant, — in tlie forms, 

That bounding scoured the meadow, tense with life, 

And nerved to trembling buoyancy, — or those 

Who are like us in shape, in loot and soul, 

Only more beautiful, and nicely tuned 

To a far softer harmony ; — -where'er 

Nature was in its botng, there my eye 

Drant nothing in but Beauty, and my thoughts 

Were bidden in a tide of loveliness, 

And with the delicate motion of young life 

Which was not hushed, but heightened in my dreams. 

I had gone back through darkly-shadowed years, 
One round of feara and sorrows, and its long 
And stagnant hours, wMch seemed for over &xei 
In one blatdc, joyless moment, as if time 
Had grown eternity, and life could ne'er 
Keaehits long wished-for ending, — those dark years 
Were passed lite waves, when on the broken sea 
Before the steady wind (he vessel elides 
Swift as a dartina eagle, and my thoughta 
Soon centred in fliose happy summer days, 
And they were as realiti^, and seemed 
Fiurer than any I had seen before ; 
And in the deep intanaty of soul, 
Drawn from all outward things, and poised and bound 
In this one pure enchantment, — then I formed 
Visions of paradise, which to have known 
And felt one fleeting moment, in their fiill 
O'erpowering presence, it is more, ah ! more 
Than a whole age of cold and heartless years 
^ent in one round of animal wants and wils. 
With far less innocence ajid true delight 
Than the teen feelings of the mother-bird 
Wiio watches in the Uiictet o'er her young. 
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She faded, but in beauty ; — not a charm 
Of feature or expression left lier calm 
And all-enduring look, that meekly bore 
SmUeB, as in happier yeara of infancy, 
Befoi'e her roses withered ; not a sigh 
Escaped her, but she seemed to live in hypo. 
That kindled by deferring. She had fed 
So long uppn the hislier sympathies, 
And had 90 purified ner heart's desirca, 
That all to her was spirit ; and a veil 
Of an etJiereal tenderness was thrown 
O'er all that once seemed beautiftil ; and thus 
She saw no other world than such as f^th 
Had promised t« her second life. No dark 
And bigot feovrn o'ershadowed her fair brow, 
That every day grew purer, till it seemed 
Wrought of an angol's essence, and it rose 
Calm as the cloudlet canopy of heaven ; 
And through it came a light, that gave to all, 
On whom it sweetly shone, her peaceflilaess 
And silent hope. Her feelings ever grew 
Softer, and everything that had a sense 
Of suffering was pitied, if the winds 
Blew chillier; and even tiie falling flowers 
Were tenderly lamented. She had been 
A devotee to Nature, and she felt 
Intensely all its loveliness, and hung 
Deliglited on its wonders, not with dumb 
And thoughtless ecstasy, bnt with an eye 
That read a soul wilJiin tliem, and a voice 
That hymned the song of gratJtude. Har eye 
Yet stole abroad at evening, when the wind 
Is silent and the landscape all is still, 
Aud flowei^ are folding up their dewy leaves, 
And birds ai-e going to their unfledged young 
Hid in the clustered foliage ; when the air 
Just stirs enough to rock them to repose. 
And crisp the surface of a silent stream, 
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That flashes in the last departing ray, 

And, circles with its sheet of flowing gold 

The islet tufted witli an ii-is crown, 

And the hright pUrple of the floating leaves, 

That wave along ite current, as the viind 

Sways them in graceful curves, and slowly turns 

Their ever-changing mirrorB to the sun, 

Till the pool glitters with their glaneiug light. 

She chose tliis hour of worship, and she knelt. 
Hot te the beautifal craatm-es she beheld, 
Butto their Common Pabkkx; — 'though the world 
Might claim a, spirit's awe, it spread so fair. 
So awful, and so wonderfid around, 
And had such magic hues upon its clouds, 
And sitch a tint erf love upon its eky. 
And such a blended harmony of light 
And shadow, such a host of fairy forms 
All mellowed by the misty evening air. 
And lorelier in their softness, that a soul 
Fresh from its fountain ought have worshipped tliere 
Such rare and countless beauty. Tliere slie bent, 
Herself tlie fairest ; and she first took in, 
With an intensest pleasure, all the fair 
And wondrous forms around her, and then raised 
Her eves i - - - 

Met the cl _ ^ , 

And her keen eyes, tliat gathered, as her life 
Grow weaker, more of spirit, till they flashed 
With her soul'sinwardmovijigs,— those keen eyes 
Iiooked on the stars, that now came faintly forth 
On their night watching, and they seemed to find, 
Li those etliereal messengers, then* home ; 
And tliere was siich aa ecstasy, her form 
Seemed changed to something heavenly, and to rise 
As a dove rises on a quiet wmg, 
And float into her kindred pnnty. 
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SiiK was tlie first I loved; but years liad gone 

Since ive had parted. Still the veiy look, 

That lent me such encliantment, that I seemed 

Eaised to a, higher being, when she sat 

Sweet in lier mildnefis hy me, or irith light 

And flying footstep hastened to my call. 

And huCig upon my wordfl irith euch a fond 

And all-eonfiding eamestneaa, — that look 

Still lived in all its light before me, fair 

A? the fresh di-esa of nature in tlie calm, 

Unclouded beauty of an, April eve, 

Wlien the gay twilight ends, and in her fnll 

The white-robed planet overtops the hill, 

And now is far in heaven, and rolls her way 

In majesty and love, afiedding a wave 

Of soothing influences on them who ait 

Or walk beneath her all-embracing smile. 

To the wood-cinctured mnunt^ns in their groves 

"Wrapped as in a dark mantle, to the hills 

Swelled to a sphere of fresli-grown turf, the vales 

More darkly greened, and feirer-flnwered, iJie lakes 

Sheeted in erj-stal purity, and all 

The winding brooks and thread-like rills, that lace 

The soft and oozy meadows, one calm look, 

Silent and yet expressive, arte fer glance 

Of peace and beauty lending. Thus she seemed, 

And fiiirer in my fancy ; and where'er 

My eye roved in ita wandering through dark shades, 

Down close embowered dells, where brooklets steal 

Tiieir steps o'er glossy pebblea and bright sands, — 

Where'er ray quick eye wandered, she was still 

The spirit of tie beauty it beheld, 

The hving thing that animates the wild, 

The nymph of the still waters, and the woods 

Uttering unnumbered whisperings of joy 

III tlidr solV-rustling leaves, the Deity 

That consecrates the valley and the lalie 

To her peculiar, worship, — so her fair 
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And tranquil features, and ter sj-fph-lite form 

"Wronsht m a purer world, and o'er-inibrmed 

Witli the qiiiek life of feeling, — so sbe filled 

Nature ■with her dear presence, and alone 

Adorned the rudest landscape, and embraced 

The desert with an atmosphere of We, 

And lent my hoTirs of utter solitude 

A fellowship of fondest thoughts, too bright 

To be aught else than momentary gleams 

Of unsubstanljal pleasure. So die lived. 

Stall loved and lovely, in my head and heart, 

The image of my fancy, and the charm 

That mastered my afiections; and the spot 

Where I had first beheld her innocent. 

And soft, and motless features, where I heard 

The liquid music of her tender voice, — 

Tliat home of all my wishes still commands 

My Bjjirit to its centre, and I turn, 

Wearied and sated, from all other things, 

To that, and there find quietness. The charm, 

That hangs arouad the moment and tlie place 

Of onr first sudden meeting, lives fhr ever, 

And grows ia strength ana freahness aa in years. 

It cannot die, altliough.thy love is gone, 

And thou, too, hast fergotten such a thing 

As I am lias a being. Though thine eye 

Lights on another, dearer one, thy lip 

Smiles welcome to him, and thy voice is heard 

Inviting hua to happiness, — though I 

Know this, and even have seen thee hand in hand 

With one wliom I liave scorned, as fiir beneath 

The scope of my high muangs, aa a toy 

Fit to be breathed on by the scented breath 

Of childish female fiattery, aa a thing 

T!iy pare and lilted Bpiri.t would have deemed 

Unwortly of conunumon, — though I see 

Thy fond eye resting on him, and thy arm 

Locked tenderly in his, I will not curse, 

Nor wish thee aught of evil. Those dear hours 
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Shall be thy safety, and the thoiighls that dwell 
With a redeeming fondness there shaU throw 
A veil o'er all thy weaker deeds, and quell 
Alt darker feelings, which might rise within 
My crushed and wounded boaom. I have lived 
Too h>ng for such, a heart as mine, and life 
Must henceforth be an unprized gift, t 
When Nature shall recall it, as a load 
That I have long east from me with a wish 
To be from earth al! irea ; for if a world 
Purer and brighter ibllowa, I would know 
How it is pure and beautiful, and be 
One of its lugh inhabitants, and fly 
On a quick pinion through its cloudless skies. 
And with the gladness o? life's newest spring 
Would breathe ils balm, and wanton round its f 



Hn had a twofold nature, and the one 
Wasof a higher order, wilh the souls 
Who siiine along the path of centuries 
In full and perfect brightness, standing forth 
In then' own loftiness, the beacon-lights 
By which the world la guided and upborne 
From its forever downward tendency, — 
By which it gathers beauty and is formed 
To the one true refinement, that of thought 
And chastened feeling, — with sneh better souls 
Communing in an equal fellowship, 
A9 clear in intellect, aa brightly dear 
In every high conception, and as warm 
In all emotions, where the heart of man 
Aaiends and widens, and with outspread wings 
Shadows all human hearts in kindness, lending 
Its inspiration unto all who feel 
The glow of its benignity, and dwell 
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274 HE ha: 

Blessed in its steady snnaliine. As a rock 

Lifts its blue forelieatl from a mountain ridge, 

And heaves a cloudless Eammit into heaven, 

For ever smiling in the softened beam 

Of an eternal noonday ; — to the world 

Of living thinffs, who ■watch it far below 

With El mut« loot of wonder, as a throne 

On which the gods are dwelling, — to that -world, 

Soaring in unstained purity, it seems 

Tlie centre of devotion, and the fane 

Where the heart bows in aive, and offers up 

Its deepest adoration ; — so these souls 

Are to the humbJer spirits, who go on 

Minciag along the track they draw, upreared 

To a commanding lofyness, and set 

As idols on their pedestals to £!l 

"The crowd with wonder. Men are made to bend 

Before the Hughty, and to follow on 

Submissive where the great may lead, — the great 

"Whose might is not in. crowns and palaces. 

In parchment rolls or blazoned heraldry, 

But in the power of thought, the energy 

Of unauppOTted mind, whose steady wUl 

No force can daimt, no tangled path divert 

Prom its right-onward purpose. Few are they. 

And well that they are few, who in tiic blaze 

Of gennia kindled, like a baleful star. 

To such a flame as terrifies, and bears 

Euin when rushing onward, — who in wrath 

Are launched along the path where nations go, 

The highway of the battle, and the field 

Where power is won, and thrones are emptied- Few 

The spirits who originate and bend 

All meaner hearts to wonder and obey, 

As if their look were death, their word were fate j 

As if they held the balance and the sword 

To measure out their happiness, and give 

To each his stated portion, and avenge 

All such as dare to nuirmur. Few are they, 
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HE HAD A TWOFOrD 

Anil if they were not, earth would he the Hst 

Of an eternal conflict, tlie abode 

Of ever-warring fiends, who in tlie train 

Of a controlling spirit, in the march 

Of a high conqueror's madness, sfill athirat 

Tor a new field of bloodshed, never tired 

Of the hot harvest of a passionate war, 

AVhere the deep feelings of a nation's rage. 

And the awakened thoughts of long revenge, 

Are blended with those passions which arise 

Fram the uprooted evils of an age 

Of ever-growing tyransy, the sense 

That chains are oroken, prison-^atas unbarred, 

And the more galling servitude of mind, 

The bowing of the spirit to tlie weight 

Of a corrupted priesthood, and a court. 

Which robs to show unto their famished eyes 

Their oamings, with a splendid modiery 

Of pageants, and false justice, and the pomp 

Of a bedizened soldiery, the tools 

Who fb^ and link their fetters, — the glad sensi 

Thiit this deep charm is scattered, tliat Siis weigh 

Is from their long-bowed shoulders shoved away, 

And, like the w^ng from a painftil dfeam, 

Hiis left them in the wonder mid the joy 

Of lightness and deliverance, — who go on. 

As tigers in bloodthirstiness, to slake 

Their longing in the plunder and tlie waste 

Of those wlio dare not, like themselves, he free, 

At ieaat who dare not cast the spell aside 

That binds them to the altar ana the throne, 

And palsies all deir vigor, and subdues 

All their due might of soul ; for men know not 

The force that sleeps within them, till the sound 

Of a loud warning wakes them from fte sleep 

OF a long night of darkness, — they know no 

K'lvr they may rush upon the coward foe. 

Whose power was in delusion, and the maze 

Of falsehoods sanctified by time, and made 

Sacred by being hallowed to the use 
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How they have only to come ftnth, and. aay, 

" Ye shall not be our masters, ye slialL not 

Biot, as ye were wont, in our best blood, 

And feed upon our toil, and in our sweat 

Bathe ^ in perfiimed waters " ; how at once 

Bv flrm resave, and union, and the act 

That lingere not one moment, they are free, 

And lords of those who were their lords. O slaves I 

How long wiU ye be silent, and await 

The taak-word of a master, and bow down 

To his unfeeling ministers, and bear 

His manaolra and stripes, and see your loves 

And little ones torn from yoa with a dumb 

And quivering terror, and with fruitless tears 

"Water the bitter bread of toil, and fill 

The cup of want and sorrow? Ye are strong. 

And Nature has been kind to yon ; — your hands 



And concentrate their enei^es, and feel 
Intensely their just power and rights. The heart 
Sinks when want presses on it, and the world 
Turns from the claims it uiges, and tnU hear 
None of the earnest words by which it pleads 
For right and justice only, — then, he ieels 
Lost in that darkest wilderness, the crowd. 
Who know not, care not, when or how he die, 
Who pass him by as if he were a thing 
Fit oiSy for the grave, and if he beg 
One single act of mercy, he has then 
Resigned all nobler feelings, and come down 
To such a sense of wretchedness, it weighs 
Like a cold rock upon him, and the strength 
And light and action of hJs soul ai-e gone, 
And he can only linger on his way, 
The scorn of those who prosper, and the hat» 
Of his own better spirit, which will seek 
Death or forgetfidness, its only cure. ^-, , 
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INSCKIFTION. 

THE NAIAD OF THK FOUNTAIN. 

'tiou who art wearied with the idle worid, 
Voam to toy hospitable shade. No sound 
Shall here distux'b thee, but the gentle gusli 
Of a clear-flowinn; fouDtain, poured away 
From a rude, rouky hollow. Overhead 
My branuhes weaved with ivy and spring flowers, 
Mo3a-ro3e and woodbine, intercept the day. 
And make perpetual twilight. Dark below 
Guahes the ever-spouting spring, and spreads 
Light dew upon the moss tliat beds it m, 
As with a velvet margin. There it lies 
Clear to its lowest depth, for ever circling 
With the undulation of the wave below, 
And with the faint, uninterrupted dash 
Of the bright crystal curve, that from the rocks 
Dj,rts with a never-wearied leap away. 

Enter beneath ray hospitable shade, 
And thou mayeat hold communion wiLli the world 
Of beautifiil and pure imaginings, 
Egerias aud Dianas, such as came 
On the soft moonlight to Endymioti, 
Or such as to the thoughtful Boraan king 
Were all apparent at the wlent hom' 
When the sun sank beneadi the Iberian wave, 
Aud gayly on the Alban mountain's cone 
Glittered the last departing beam of day. 

Hera tliou mayest sit, and, making of the moss 
A pillow for thee, ponder silently 
On thy moat inward feelingB; and control 
Thy passions to a calm. 'T is wisdom ofi 
To leave the bustle of resort, and seek 
Sileuce wherein to meditate aad hold 
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Commiinioii with the spirits of better men, 
Aiid better times, — for so we always deem, 
Wlien we are over-wearied with tiie push. 
Add jostling of life, — of better times, 
Wben our gray anceatorB grew purely old. 
And in flie last decliniTig hour of life 
Had all the innocence oi' childhood. Fond 
And soothing is the dream : it quickens ua 
To emulate tiem, go that we may look 
Upon their monumenta without me blush 
Of Biiame to mantle o'er our brows. One honr 
Of thoughtful solitude may nerve the heart 
For days of conflict, — aiming up its armor 
To meet the most inwdious foe, and lending 
The couraae sprung alone from innocence 
And good mtent. 

Tlie sun glows overhead 
Intensely, and the hot and sultry blue, 
Undoucled and unstiuned, burns with the blaze 
That fills the orb of noon ; the panting hart 
Looks for a shelter, and a cool, fresh spring 
To slake his thirst ; the cattle in the brook 
Lave their hot sdra, and underneath the elm, 
Arching ite hanging branches till they dip 
And kiss the scarcely gliding water, mute 
And patiently await the cominn; on 
Of evening, to go out around the beds 
Of tufted grass and wild-dowel's, there to crop 
The tender herbage. Wearied as thou art, 
Come to my wooifland haJl, and thou wilt find 
Beneatii my canopy of leaf and vine, 
And on my beds of moss, so soft, they seem 
Instinct with a quick spii^t sweUing them 
To meet thy gentle pressure, — thou wilt find 
In these, and in the clear and glassy depth 
Of the round basin, strewed with sanda, like snow 
Drifting and heaving, as the waters gush 
From Uiejr unknown and hidden cave, — the Ml 
Of molten crj-stal lapsing from the rocks 
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Aiiild an. iutertangled mass of fern 
And cresses, where the sifted fountain flies 
Aivay in a, light vapory cloud, that flUs 
Freshly my secret bower, — ah ! thou wilt find 
The coolnes thou dost long for, and the peace, 
The silent peace, thy over-wearied heart 
So long has sought and found not. 



A FIIAGMENT. 

Tr is the noon of night, — the stars look faint 
With their long watching, and the slumbering earth 
Heaves not a breath, — the very air is stiR, — 
The waters huah their voices, and the leaf 
Hangs silent in the woods. No living thing 
lyoolcs on the sleep of nature; — I alone 
Sit like a sentinel, and feel how calm 
And beautiM is night. 

I have thus often sat, and deep in thought 
Out watched the stars; have seen their firesgrow dim, 
Till the young morning stood upon the hills 
Wreathed wiQi her dewy roses. I the wliile 
Have fed my spirit on the inspiring dreams 
Of the olden tune, and with inquisitive eye 
Pried in tlie depths of nature. I ha^e sained j 
Much doubt and Uttle certainty ; have lost 
Youth and its inncwent Joys, and blanched my hairs, 
Even in my newest prime. 



Or fi-om the viewless regions of the air. 

And uall them at my bidding. It is so. 

I have seen glorious creatui'Cs throng around me, 

All loveUness and light. They were not dreams, 

Jiut were substantial essences, pure forms, 
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That had a look and voice. I spake to them, 
And tliey did answer, and their tones were musiu. 
Such as they my the harmony of spheres, 
"Wlien the seven orte move round the gohien sun, 
Hymning too deep and ravishing mebdiea 
For mortal ear to listen to, and uve. 
They spalce, or rather chanted, and their song 
Revealed a myatery so high, methought 
The fount^nB of all knowledge opened up 
To meet my gaze, and from flieir hidden caves 
Came forth the darkest elements of things. 
And stood hefore my presence. 

I will try 
Once more the potency of muttered charms. 
And they shall eome in their particular ibvms, 
And do as I shall bid them. 

Spirits ! if ye are such, I do command ye, 
i rom your moat secret liiding-plaue come iprth, 
And be apparent to me. Spint of light ! 
From the clear concave of the Bouthem sky, 
The world of elemental flame ; and thou 
"Whose dwelling is the abyss of rolling waters ; 
And tliou who luckest deep in central caves ; 
And thou, light-footed messenger of Heaven, 
Whose way is in tiie thin and empty air ; 
I challenge your obedience. 

There is no sound to interrupt my voice, 
And yet I have no answer. Comes there not 
New brightness from the south ? The veiy air 
Bums with the Uving glory. Haste, thou spirit 
Of most celestial beauty ! I hare loved thee, 
And worshipped thee, wlien thou didst come at 

Scattering thy light on earth, and kindling heaven, 
And -wafceninn; all to hfe. Dost thou not eome ; 
Or is it only that the moon looks out, 
In her unstained and vjigin loveliness, 
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rrom tlie white cloud tlat. dimmed her like a veil? 

'T is so. I have dreaaned myself to the belief 

Of my own crowding fancies, and have made 

The visions of my brain realities. 

But no ! tiera is a sound on the far waters ; 

A form is rising from their deptlis, and shedding 

Brightness on the blue waves. It fades, — and now 

There is no otlier light slied on the waters. 

Than that beneath the moon, or some lone star 

Doep sunk amid their darkness. Ye have vanished, 

Dreans of delight and power 1 Ye gave to me 

All I have known of joy ; for in the sense 

Of power I dwelt deUgbted : and though dreams, 

Baseless and empty dreams, ye had to me 

The force of strong realitj-, and made me, 

In the chill wint«r of untimely age. 

Even too happy. O, there was a spell 

In the belief that some unearthly spirit 

Hiild high communion with me, and informed 

My heart to higher deeds, and gave revealings 

Of a sublime futurity, and fed 

Those hopes that lend even to the grave a charm. 

But I have tried them, and have found them vaia. 
I liavo sou5h,t wisdom, and for tliis have pored 
Over the blind im^^nings of man. 
And racked unwilling natm^ to reveal 
A few hal&hidden laws. In the vain search, 
A"e has come on me, and the proper Joys 
Of youtli are lost for ever. - O, bow glaaly 
Would I resign all I have ever gained. 
Or hoped to gain, of knowledge or of power, 
For a few moments of the innocent gladness 
A young heart feels, when the pure bloom of health 
iluns o'er the cheek, and all things bok of love. 
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I OF A CHILD. 



THE DEATH OF A CHILD. 

I SAT beside the pillow of a child, — 

His dying pillow, — and I watched the ebb 

Of his last fluttering breath. All tranquilly 

He passed away, and not a muraiiir came 

From his white lips. A film crept o'er his eye, 

But did not all conceal it, and at times 

The darkness stole away, and he looked out 

Serenely, with an innocent anile, as if 

Pleased with an infant's toy ; and there was then 

A very delicate flush npon his cheek. 

Like the new edging of a damask-rose, 

When first the bnd nncloaes. As I watched, 

1 caught at these awaltenings better hope. 

And, jielding to the lon^g of my heart, 

Fancied I saw him openmg irom a trance, 

And with a gentle effort shaking off 

The oppression of a dream. A moment more, 



The crimson current rallied, leaving him 
Like a chill statue, icy cold and pale. 
He was my only one, and I had long 
Loved him for all Lis innocent plajrmlness, 
And his endearing fondness. He would hang 
Whole days around me, watching all I did, 
And qnestioning each particnlar act, as if 
He could not rest till he had known tlie why 
Of every word and motion. I indidged him. 
And in that kind indu^ence found his love 
Grow every hour, till Iwas as his life, 
And he was more than mine. Well pleased I si 
Hia opening faculties, and well I knew 
His curious bent betokened better tilings 
In a maturer age ; but when he seemed 
Koay, and full of health, and o'er-informed 
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With life's young buoyancy, a hidden blight 

Nippiid him, and he decayed. Ho sank away 

With, scarce a visible token, like a hreath 

Of summer -wind, when it haa spent itself, 

And blows so faintly, that the feathery leaTea 

Of the mimosa only tell of it, 

All others resting aa if nothing stirred 

In the wide air. I watched him eagerly, 

And I could only see that he decayed, 

And aoon nmst die. With a consenting stillness 

My heart grew cabn, and while his dying brea*h 

Stole from his lips so f^ntly, not a mminur 

Mot the deep listoning ear; I felt a power, 

Too peaceful for an earthly emanation. 

Come with a traftquilliiing influence o'er me 

And soothe me to the trial. As I looked. 

The quivering of his lids, that lay like leaves 

Of alabaster on his darkened eyes. 

And the small trembling of his parted lips, 

Curled outward like the margent rf a lily, 

Suddenly died away, and all was still. 

Life was no more. I knew it, and at once 

The utter loneliness of sorrow sanlt 

Deep, deep willlin me, and awhile I sat 

Witfiont a tear. The stream was frozen up 

And would not flow ; but soon relenting nature 

Gave way, and a full burst of passionate weeping 

Flowed with a sudden gush, tliat quite unmanned mc, 

Then ebbing silently, it left me calm. 



CLOUDS. 

Tb Clouds, who are the ornament of heaven ; 
Who give to it its gayest shadowings. 
And its most awful glories ; ye who roll 
Li the dark tempest, or at dewy evening 
Hang low in tenderest beauty ; ye who, ever 
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Changing your I^oteau aspects, now ai-e gathered 
Like fleeey piles, when the mid-sun is brightest, 
Even in the height of heaven, and. there repose, 
Solemnly calm, without a visible motion. 
Hour after hour, looking npon the earth 
With B, aerenest amile : — or ye who, rather. 
Heaped in those sulphury masses, heavily 
Jutting above their bases, like the smoke 
Poured from a ftunace or a roused volcano, 
Stand on tlie dun horizon, threatening 
Lightning and storm, —= who, lifted from the hills, 
March onward to the zenith, ever darkening. 
And heaving inio more gijtantJc towers 
And mountMnoua piles of blackness, — who fheii 

With the collected winds within your womb, 
Or the far uttered tliundors, -— who ascend 
Swifter and 6wifl;eT, till wide overhead 
Your vanguards curl and toss upDn tlie tempest 
Like the slirred ocean on a reef of rocks 
Just topping o'er its waves, wTiile deep below 
The pregnant mass of vapor and of flame 
Eolls wiui an awful pomp, and grimly lowers. 
Seeming to the stnitl: eye of fear the car 
Of an offended spirit, irfioae swart features 
Glare through tlio sooty darkness, fired with veil' 

geance. 
And ready with uplifted hand to smite 
And scoui^ a guuty nation ; ye who lie, 
After the storm is over, fiir away. 
Crowning the drippinfi; forests ■with the arch 
Of beauty, such as livea alone in heaven. 
Bright, daughter of the sun, bending around 
From mountain unto mountain like the wreath 
Of victory, or Kko a banner telling 
Of joy and gladness ; ye who round the moon 
Assemble, when she sits in the mid-slty 
In p erfect brightness, and encircle her 
With a fair wreath of all aerial dyes j 
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Ye who, thia hovering i-ound her, shine hke moi 

Wliose tops are never darkened, but I'emain, 

Centuries and countless ages, reared for temples 

Of purity aad hght ; or ye who crowd 

To hwl Che new-horn day, and liang for him, 

Above hia ocean couch, a canopy 

Of all inimitable hues and colot^ 

Such as are only pencilled by the hands 

Of the unseen minfeters of earth and air, 

Seen only in the tinting of the douds, 

And the soft sliadowing of plumes and flowers ; 

Or ye who, following in his funeral train, 

Light up yiHir torches at his sepulchre, 

And open on as thnsugh the ciefted hills 

Far glances into ffhttroing worlds beyond 

The twilight of the grave, where all ia light, 

Gdden and glorious light, too full and high 

For mortal eye to gaze on, stretching out 

Brighter and ever Oi'ighter, IJIl it spread. 

Like one wide, radiant ocean withont bounds, 

One infinite sea of glory ; — Thus, ye clouds, 

And in innumerable other shapes 

-Of greatness or of beauty, ye attend us. 

To give ta the wide arch aiJove us Life 

And all its changes. Thus it is to us 

A volume foil of wisdom, but without ye 

One awful uniformity had ever 

With too severe a majesty oppressed us. 



THE GRATES OF THE PATRIOTS. 

ITebe rest the great and good. Hei'e they repos 
After their generous toil, A sacred band. 
They take Uieir sleep together, while the year 
Comea with its early flowers to deck their graves. 
And gathers them again, as Winter frowns. 
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Theirs is no viilgav sepulchre, — fjreen sods 

Are all their moniiment, and yet it tells 

A nobler history than pUlared piles, 

Or the eternal pyramios. They need 

No statue nor Inscription to reveal 

Their greatnera. It is round them ; and the joy 

"With which their children tread the hallowed gronnd 

That holds their venerated bones, the peace 

That amiles on aU they Jbught for, and the wealth 

That clothes the land they rescued, ~ these, though 

As feeling ever is when deepest, — these 
Are monuments more lasting than tlie fanes 
Beared to the kings and demigods of old. 

Touch not the ancient elms, that bend their shade 
Over their lowly grayes ; beneath their boughs 
There is a soleum. darkness, even at noon. 
Suited to such as Vmt at the shrine 
Of serious liberty. No factious voice 
Called them unto the field of generous fame. 
But the pure consecrated love of home. 
No deeper feeling sways us, when it wakes 
In all its greatness. It has told itself 
To the astonished gaze of awestruck kings, 
At Marathon, at Baunoctbarn, and here, 
Where firat our patriots sent the iavader back 
Broken and cowed. Let these green ehns be all 
To tell KS where they fought and where they Jie. 
Their feehngs were all nature, and they need 
No art to make them known. They live in us. 
While we are like them, simple, hardy, bold, 
Worshipping nothing but om' own pure hearts. 
And the one universal Lord. They need 
So column pointin« to the heaven they sought. 
To tell ua of their home. The heart itseU; 
Left to its own free purpose, hastens there. 
And there alone reposes. Let these elms 
Bend their protecting shadow o'er their graves, 

I., .J. Google 



THE DESOLATE CITT. 287 

And build with their green roof the only fane, 
Wlicre we may gather on the hallowed day 
That, rose to them in bjoocl, and set in glory. 
Hei* let us meet, and wlule our motionless lipa 
Give not a sound, and all around is mute 
In the deep sabbath of a heart too full 
For words or tears, here let ua strew the sod 
Witli the first fkuvers of spring, and malce to them 
An offering <rf the plenty Mature gives, 
And they have rendered ours — perpetually. 



THE DESOLATE CITY. 

I had a viidon. — 
A city lay before me, desolate, 
And yet not all decayed. A summer sun 
Shone on it from a most ethereal sky, 
And the soft winds threw o'er it such a balm, 
One would have thought it was a sepulchre, 
And tliis the incense offered to the manes 
Of the departed. 

In the light it lay 
Peacefully, as if all its thousands toolc 
Their afternoon's repose, and soon would wako 
To the loud joy of evening. Tliere it lay, 
A city of magnificent palaces, 

And churches towering more like things of Heaven, 
Tiie glorious fabrics fancy builds in clouds. 
And shapes on loftiest mountains ; — ■ bright their 

domes 
Tlirew back the living ray, and proudly stood 
Many a statue, looking like the foi'ms 
Of spirits hovering in mid-wr. Tall trees. 
Cypress and plane, waved over many a liill 
Cumbered with ancient ruins, — broken arches, 
And tottering columns, — vaults, where never came 
The blessed beam of day, but only lamps 



Shedding a funeral light, were kindled there, 

And save to the briglit frescoes on the walls. 

And the pale statues in their fer recesses, 

A dim religions awe. Kudely the^ lay. 

Scarce marking out to the inquisitive eye 

Their earliest outline. But as desolate 

Slumbered the newer city, though its walls 

Were yet unbroken, and its towering domes 

Had never stooped la ruin. AH waa still ; 

Hardly the faintest sound of living thing 

Moved through the mighty solitude ; — and yet 

All wore the face of beauty, Kot a cloud 

Hung in the lofty sky, that seemed tJj rise 

In twofold majesty, so bright and pure, 

It seemed indeed a crystalline sphere ; — and there 

The sun K>de onward in his conquering march 

Serenely glorious. From the mount^a heights, 

Tinged with the blue of heaven, to the wide sea, 

Glassed witli as pure a blue, one desolate plain 

Spread out, and over it the fairest sky 

Bent round and blessed it. Life was teeming there 

In all its lower forma, a wilderness 

Of rank luxuriance ; flowers, and purpling vines 

Matted with deepest foliage, hid the ruina. 

And gave tjie semblance of a tangled wood 

To pSes, that once were .loudly ekquent 

Wini the glad cry of thousands. There were gardens 

Bound stateliest villas, full of graceful statues 

And temples reared to woodland deities ; 

And they were overcrowded with the excess 

Of beanlj'. All that most is coveted 

Beneath a colder eky grew wantonly 

And richly there. Myrtles and citrons tilled 

The air with fragrance. From the tufted elm. 

Bent with its own too massy foliage, hung 

CliBters of sunny grapes in frost^ purple. 

Drinking in spirit from the glowing air. 

And dropping generous dews. The very wind 

Seemed there a, lover, and his easy wings 



Fanned the gay bowera, as if in fond delay 

lie bent o'er lovelieat tilings, too beautiful 

Ever to know detay. The alent air, 

Floating as softly as a cloud of roses 

Dropped from Idalia in. a dewy shower, — 

The HIT itself seemed like the breath of heaven 

Filling the groves of Eden. Yet these walls 

Are desolate, — not a trace of living man 

Is found amid these glorious works of man, 

And nature's fiui'er glorieB. Why should he 

Be absent iixim the icstival of life, 

The holiday of nature ? 'Wiy not come 

To add to the sweet sounds of winds and waters, — 

Of winds littering .ffiolian nielodies 

To the bright, listening flowers, and waters falling 

Moat musical from marble fountains wreathed 

With clustering ivj', like a poet's brow, — 

Why comes he not to add his higher strmns. 

And be the interpreter of lower tilings, 

In intellectual worship, at the throne 

Of the beneficent Power that gave to them 

Their pride and beauty ? — "In these palaces. 

These awful temples, these reli^ous eaves, 

These hoary ruins, and these twilight groves 

Teeming with life and love, a secret plague 

Dwells, and the unwary foot that ventures here 

Ketums not. ~ Fly ! To linger here is death." 



IIORXING AMONG THE HILLS. 

A NIGHT had pa^ed away among the hills, 
And now the first faint tokens of the dawn 
Showed in the east The bright and dewy star, 
IVboso mission is to iisher in the mom, 
Looked through the tool air, like a blessed thing 
In a far purer world. Below there lay. 
Wrapped round a woody mountain tranquilly, 
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A misty cloud. lbs edges cauglit the light, 

That now came up from out the unseen depth 

Of the full fount of day, and tliey were laced 

With colors ever brightening. I had waked 

From a long sleep ot many-Mianging dreams, 

And now in the fresh forest sir I stood 

Kerved to another day of wandering. 

Before me rose a pinnacle of rock, 

Lifted ahove the wood that hemmed it in. 

And now already glowing. There the beams 

Came from the far horizon, and they wrapped it 

In light and glorj', Koimd its vapory cone 

A crown of far-diver^g rays shot out, 

And gave to it the semblance of an altar 

Lit for the worship of the undj-ing flame, 

That centred in tie circle of the sun, 

Now coming from the ocean's fathomless caves, 

Anon woulJ stand in solitary pomp 

Above the loftiest peaks, and cover tbem 

With splendor as a garment. Thitherward 

I bent my e^er steps ; and through the gi-ove, 

Now ditrk as deepest night, and thickets hung 

With a rich harvest of unnumbered gems. 

Waiting the clearer dawn to catch the hues 

Shed from the starry fringes of its veil 

On cloud and mist and dew, and backward thrown 

In infinite reflections, on I went. 

Mounting with hasty foot, and thence emerging, 

I scaled Uiat rocky st«ep, and there awaited 

Silent the full appearing of the sun. 

Below there lay a far-extended sea, 
Bolhng in feathery waves. The wind blew o'er it 
And tossed it round the high ascending rocks, 
And swept it through the half-hidden forest tops, 
nil, like an ocean waking into storm. 
It heaved and weltered. Gloriously the light 
Crested its biUowa, and those craggy islan^fi 
Shone on it like to palaces of spar 
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Built on a sea of pearl. Far overhetu!, 

The sky, wittoTit a vapor or a stain, 

Intensely blue, eyen deepened into parple, 

"Where, nearer tlie horizon, it received 

A IJnctiire from the nust, that there dissolved 

Into the viewless air, — the sky bent round, 

The awfiil dome of a moat mignty temple, 

Built by omnipoteiit hands for nothing less 

Thatt infinite worsliip. There I stood in silence ; — 

I had no wor^ to toll the mingled thoughts 

Of wonder and of joy that then came o'er me, 

Even with a whirlwind's rush. So beautiful. 

So bright, so glorious 1 Such a maj<aty 

!n yon pore vault ! So many dazzling tints 

In yonder waste of waves, — so like the oceaa 

IVith its tmnumbered islands there encircled 

By loaming surges, that the mounting eagle, 

Lifting Lis fearless pinion through the clouds 

To batie in purest sunbeams, seemed an ospray 

Hovering above his prey, and you tail pines, 

Their tops half mantled in a snowy veil, 

A frigate with full canvas, bearing on 

To conquest and to gloiy. But even tliese 

H.id round them something of the lofty mt 

In wliich they moved ; not like to things of earth. 

But heightened, and made glorious, aa oecame 

Such pomp and splendor. 

Who can tell the brightness, 
That every moment cat^ht a newer glow, 
Tliat circle, with its centre lilte the heart 
Of elemental fire, and spreading out 
In floods of Uquid gold on the mue Ay 
And on the opaline waves, crowned ivith a rainbow 
Bright as the arch that bent above the throne 
Seen in a viaon by the holy man 
In Patmos! who can tell how it ascended, 
And flowed more widely o'er that lifl^ ocean. 
Till instantly the unobstructed sun 
UoUed up his sphere of fire, floating away, — 
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Away in a pure ether, far from earth, 
And all its clouds, — and pouring forth unbounded 
His arrowy brightnees ! From that burning centre 
At once there ran aiong the level line 
Of that imamned sea, a stream, of gold, — 
Liquid and flowing gold, that seemed to tremble 
Even with a ftimace heat, — on to the point 
"VVhereon I stood. At once that sea of vapor 
Parted away, and, melting into air, 
Rose round me, and I stood involved in light, 
A^ if a ilame had kindled up, and wrapped me 
In its innocuous blaze. Away it rolled. 
Wave after wave. They climbed the highest rocks, 
Poured, over them in surges, and then rushed 
Down glens and valleys, like a wintry torrent 
Dashed instant to the plain. It seemed a moment, 
And they were gone, as if the touch of fire 
At once dissolved them. Then I ftiund myself 
Midway in air ; ridge after ridge below 
Descended, with their opulence of woods. 
Even to the dim-seen level, where a lake 
Flashed in the sun, and from it wound a line, 
!Nbw alvery bright, even to the farthest verge 
Of tlie encu^ling hills. A waste of rocks 
"Was round me, — but below how beautiful, 
How rich the plain I a wilderness of groves 
And ripening harvests ; while the sky of June, 
The scAt blue sky of June, and the cool air. 
That makea it then a luxury to live, 
Only to breathe it, and the busy echo 
Of cascades, and tlie voice of mountiun brooks, 
Stole with such gentle meanings to my heart. 
That where I stood seemed heaven. 
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THE PERPETUAL YOUTH OF NATURE. 

A SOLILOQUY. 

With what a hollow voice these troken ruins 

Tell of the vanislied past. Here they ai-e thrown 

Too rudely for the most, inquiring eye 

To read one legend of the men who reared them, 

Or even form a guess of those who made 

These walls their home. It is a beaulifiil clime, 

And all the year is lovely on these shores ; 

For there is neither winter here to blight, 

Nor the hot sun to dry the fountains up, 

Aud make the pliuas a desert. Nature here 

Has huilt her bower of evergreens : and flowers 

Are never wanting for her festivals, 

And these are every day, and there is in them 

Such aperpetual variety 

Of bright and ftur, the heart is never weary 

Of the soft revelry; — and yet no trace 

Of human footsteps on the bordering sands 

Of the calm onean mves a sign that man 

Has found his way before mo to tliis haunt 

Of ^lence and repose. Well, be it so, 

And I will hold myself the rightful lord 

Of all this f^r dommn, by the strong claim 

Of first discovery. No inheritance 

Of gilded palaces, or loaded fields 

Bent with a thousand harvests, could so fill 

My spirit with the stirring health of joy, 

As thus to hold myself the sole possessor 

Of such a solitude, — so fiill of nfe, 

And yet so mute, — so bright and beautiful, 

Aud yet so darkly shadowed with the pall 

Of buried a^es. How the meiT^ vines 

Go gadding in the brisk and spirited sii. 

That even calls from out the barren rocks 

A welcoming snule. The wind is very low, ~ 
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It hardly wags the shrinking violet, 

Or sends a quiver to the aspen-leaf, 

Or curls the sreen wave on the pehbled shore, 

Or givea a wrinkle to the qaiet sea, 

That, like a giant resting from his toil. 

Sleeps in the morning Ban. Tliat flowery pahn 

Has a most glorious aspect as he bows 

In Mlent worahip to his rising god ; 

And from his station on the tallest pile 

Of these myswrious ruins, once the shrine. 

It may be, of the living Sun himself, 

How like a most msgestic sovereign 

He keeps his lofty seat, and yet adores 

The Lord that made him ! It is wonderfiil 

That man should hold hunself so haashtily, 

And talk of an immcirtal name, and feed 

His proud ambition with such daring hopes 

As creatures of a more eternal nature 

Alone should form. Why, 't is a mockery 

Too poor for tears, and yet too sad for aniiles, 

To think how much of glitter and of pride 

Has flaunted in the snn, and sent him back 

His fullest beams. These rude, disjointed heaps, 

That seem the chaos of a broken world, 

And hardly give us Mgna enongh to show 

They were not thrown ftom out the central earth 

By an upheaving earthquake, — these were bright 

with such barbae pomp, as made the sun 

Muffle his head, and hide himself at noon 

To shun the poor encounter. So they sung, 

The sycophants, who told the gorgeons tyrant 

Of these once peopled Bhores,Tie was a god, 

And with the port and bearing of a god 

Sat on his throne, or in his chariot 

Went Bonndiug on his long triumplial way. 

Fools 1 and where are they ? Sot a mark to tell 

The shadows of their names. The tooth of TTme 

Has ground the marble sculptures to rude forms. 

Such as the falling waters eat from rocka 
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In t!ic deep gloom of caves ! — and yet, as if 
Tliey meant to show their acorn of him who calls 
lliroaelf theu' loi'<i, the beasts and creeping things 
Jliive com« from out their deserts and their holes, 
And made their dens in the crushed palaces, 
And round the buried altars hollowed out 
Their lurking-places, 0, how fresh and fair 
Graws the young grass, and how the wild vines clasp 
The rifted colunans, with as bright a foliage 
As when from out the bosom of the earth 
First rose the rampant Spring, and the glaiJ Sun 
Laughed from his azure throne to see the buds 
Put out their tender leaves, and the soft green 
Spread like a carpet fo the tented sty. 

ITALY. 

A OOSrEUENCE. 

A. Why hast thou such a downward look of care, 
As if thine eye refused the sweet communion 
Of these enchanted skies ? I cannot weary 
In gazing on them, there is such a clearness 
In flie mid-noon ; and then the calmer hours 
Have such a glory round them, that I grow 
Enamored of their clouds. O, they have canght 
Their hues in heaven, and they come ateahng 

to us 
Like messengers of love, to kindle up 
This volatile air. How light and tlnn it floats 1 
Methinks 1 now can pass mto the depths 
Of ydn wide firanament, it lies so open 
And shows BO fair. The stars are hung below it, 
And they are moving in a, vacancy, 
Like the poised eiwle. How the srudded moon, 
All dropped with glittering points, roUson its way 
Between the pillowy ch>u<fi, and that which seems 
A crystalline arch, — a dome that rests on air, 
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Buoyed by its lightness ! Can thy Leaw eyes 
Still pore on tlie discolored earth, and choose 
Their home in darkness ? Something weighs 

upon thee 
With no light burden, if thou Iiast no heart 
To mingle with the beautiful world around thee. 

B. Thou talk'st of clouds and akjea. Has the 
sweet fece 
Of Spring a power to charm away the fiends 
That riot on the soul ? Will the foul spirit 
Go, when the coct crowe, lite a mattering ghost, 
To find his kindred shades, aud leave the heart 
To gladden through the day ? and darea he not 
To fill it with his terrors when the sun 
Is out in heaven ? Is there a sovereign balm 
In cloudless skies, and bnght and glowmg noons, 
To make the spirit Ught, and drive from it 
The moody madness and the listless sorrow 1 
I feel there is not. Something tells me, here. 
There may be such a grief, that nothing earthly 
Hath power to stay it. 1 too have a feeling. 
How beautifiil this clime ! and though the native 
Looks on it with a blank indifference. 
To ns who had our birth in clouded skies, 
And reckoned it a bright and fortunate day 
If the Bun gave us but an hour at noon. 
It ia indeed a luxury to see 
Whole days without a cloud, but these light 

shines, 
That float around us more like heavenly spirits, 
They are bo bright and wear such glorious hues, 
Or hang so quietly, and look so pure, 
When ai is still at noon. O, I have felt 
This luxury of sense, but yet it comes not 
So far as here. The heart knows nothing of it ; 
And now that I have seen so many davs, 
All of an equal brightness, like the calm 
That reigns, they say, perpetually in heaven, 
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Why, I grow wewT of them, and my thoughts 
Are on the past. Thou need'st no oflier answer. 

A. 'T is not the barren luxury of squso 

That makes me love these skies ; but thei-e is 

A living spirit. I can feel it stealine 
Even to my heart of hearts, and wifiing there 
Feelings that never yet have stirred within me, 
So blessed, that I almost weep to think 
How poor my life without (hem. I now walk 
In a ^ftd comjmny of happy visions, 
And aO the air aeems like a dwelling-place 
For glorious creatures. Like the shifting waves, 
TTiat toss on the white shore when evening breezes 
Steal t« die land in summer, they ai-u floating 
In Mry traina around me. Now tliey come 
Laughing on yonder mountain-side, a troop 
Of jovial nymphs ; and now they flit away 
Koand the far islands of tlie golden sea, 
Islands of light that seem to bang in air, 
Midway ijt heaven. So wonder they so love 
The song and dance, and walk with such a look 
Of thoughtless ^ayety, — the merry lie^ars, 
"Who breed like insecis on these sunny snores, 
And live as idly. There are glorious faces 
Amoiig them, — there are Roman spirits here, 
And Grecian eyes that tell a thousand fancies. 
Like those that shaped their deities, and wrought 
Perfection. True, they have no stirring; hopes 
To lift them ; yet at times they will give vent 
To the o'erburdened soul, and tlicn they speak 
In oracles, or, lite the harp of llumnon. 
They utter poetry, as the bright skies 
And wandering winds awake it. Who can won- 

That ovei-y voice is bursting out in music. 
And every peasant tunes hiS mandolin 
To the deiicious airs, that creep so softly 
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Into the slumbering ear ! 0, 't is a land 
Where life is doubled, and a brighter world 
Bolls over this, and there the spirit lives 
la a gay paradise, and here we breathe 
An atmosphere of roses ! 

TeSt^butthia 
Is nothing to the heart. They neyer felt^ 
These sununer flies, who buzz so gayly round us, 
They never felt, one moment, what we feel 
"VVith such a silent tenderness, and keep 
So closely round our hearts. We do not wake 
The echoes mth our loud and thoughtless carols, 
Kor sit whole days beneath a bowering vine, 
Singing its amber juice, and telling too 
Of starry eyes, and soft and languishing looks, 
And talting of our agonies with smiles, 
Makinig a sport of sorrow. Ko, our year, 
With its long time of gloom, and hurried days 
Of warmth, that call for more of toil tlian pleas- 

Our pensive year forbids the wandering spirit 
To make iSself a song-bird. We mustieep 
Our sorrows and our hopes close cherished by us, 
Till the heart sollens, and by often musing 
Takes a deep, serious tone, and has a feelmg 
For all that suffer. 80 we often bear 
A grief that is the burden of a life, 
And will not leave us. Something that would 

Too trifling to be laughed at hero will weigh 
And weigh upon us, till we cannot lift it. 
And then we pine and die. Her heart is broken. 
And the worm, feeds upon her early roses. 
And now her lily fades, and all its brightness 
Turns to a green and sallow melanchdy. 
And then we strew her grave ;but here the passion 
Breaks out in wildness, then is sung away 
With a complaining air, and so is ended. 
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.0 sjmpathy with such light spirits, 



Of no unreal suffering, and then weep 
Big tears that ease, the heart, and need no words 
To make their meanin" known. One silent hour 
Of deep and thoughtful feeling stands mo more 
Than a wliole age of such a heartless mirth, 
As a bright summer wakens. 



THE FAIR ITALIAN. 

She looked how lovelj'. Not the face of heaYen 

In its serenest calm, nor earth in all 

Its garniture of flowers, nor all that live 

In the bright world of dreams, nor all the eye 

Of a creative spirit meets in an-, 

Could, in the smile and sunshine of her charms, 

Not feel itself o'ermastered by such rare 

And perfect beauty. Grace was over all ; 

Her form, her face, her attitndes, her motions, 

Each had peculiar charms. Like gliding swans, 

Sailing upon a smoothly mirrored iako 

Before the breeze of evening, when the waves 

Curi rippling round flieir bosoms, so she moved 

Tlirough all the mazy dance. She bore herself 

So gently, that the iSy on its stalk 

Bonds not so eadly its dewy head, 

As with a ghding step she wound her way 

To the soft echoes of the light guitar. 

The draamy music of her sunny clime, 

Where all is languishing. There was a brightnera, 

liow high, and yet how soothing, in her smile ! 

O, I couid look on her a summer's day. 

Delighted, — every moment more delighted, 

With the soft sense that hovers over me 

When on & slope of moss I lay me down 
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In the wai-ni sun of April. I could kneel 
In worship to her, as a radiant vision 
Sent from a purer world, without a stain 
Of earth breathed over her, but all entire 
In infant loyelinees, yet ripe and full 
In her meridian elegance, a flower 
"Wth all ita leaves expanded, and its hues 
Mellowed by kindly sunbeams. 

It was evening ; 
The sun looked through the wood of oheatnut-trees. 
And bronzed their rugged trunks, and lit their 

leaves. 
Till, as they rustled on the bending boughs, 
Each seemed a tlake of gold ; and far beyond ibem 
My eye caught glimpses of a quiet bay, 
A nook of sleepm" waters, where the light 
Shone with a flashing blaze. It was so atJU I 
The wind liad stolen into the mountain valleysj 
And left the plains and liillocks to the calm 
That ^nlts upon the world when night steals on, 
And the day takes its farewell, like the words 
Of a departing friend, or the last tone 
Of hallowed muae in a minster's aisles. 
Heard, when it floats along tlie shade o£ elms. 
In the still place of graves. A wood of palms 
Eose on a far hUl, where the amber light 
"Was rich and dazzhng, with their pointed leaves 
So nicely balanced, that the faintest breathing 
Of the wide air swayed them in gracefid curves, 
"While all below seemed in the still repose 
Of sleej^ the twin of death, tliat infant Blumber 
Where life is only viable in the play 
Of blushes, which for ever come and go 
On the sofb cheek's transparency, as pure 
As the clear rime that maslcs tlie untimely rose, 
Mellowing its purple to the hues of heaven. 
The tremulous tints of air. 

I lay abroad 
In careless dreaming, by the twisted roots 
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Of an outspreading beech-tree, and melhouglit 

The awains of Enna and Parthenope 

AVere dancing roiuid me to tJie sound of viola 

And oateu pipes. As the light sank away, 

The rose and jasmine thickets, and the shades 

O'erhung with vines, in the fiill scent of flowers, 

Seemed popnlous with the sylvan family 

(>f nymjhs and fauns. I listened tfl the sounds 

Of Grecian melody and aong, and lay 

Eeulining;,dn a eouch of now-plueked leaves. 



Attentive to the manj^ quiet voices. 
That fill asummer'a night, — the t"--- 
Of beetles, and the shnll cicada's i 



And the complaining of the nightingale. 

That in a buan of brambles passed away 

The alent hours in answering tfl the echoes 

Herself had made. As thus I sank away 

In pleasant tlioughts of the dear times of old, 

I saw a group of dancers, on a lawn 

Not distant, to the music of a lute 

Cross the yet rosy twilight. She was there. 

Lovelier for the witching time they chose 

To be their hour of joy. Her ftiU, dark curls 

Were clustered on a brow of ivory, 

And fell in lavish wealth, shading a neck 

Clear aa an alabaster shnne concealing 

A ruby, that with sofl anfiuuon fil^ it, 

As wiUi a living glow. Her face was kindled 

By tlie quick gUncea of her large black eyes. 

That flawed iwini underneath her arching brows, 

Like gems in caves ; and yet there was a softness 

At times, when shades of iJiought stole over her; 

lint in the happy consciousness of beauty 

Her heart waa dl so joyous, that her snules 

Gave a perpetual sumight to that face, 

So beautiful, to see it waa to love. 

1 could not choose but watch with earnest gaze 

One of so perfect form, and finished grace, 

Tiiat tiiose who moved around her were but foils 
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Sent her in Idndness, that our hearts might waken 
To its own loveliness, and lift themselves, 
By such an adoration, ft-om a dark 
And grovelling world. Such TDeauty should be wor- 
shipped. 
And not a thought of weakness or decay 
Should mingle with the pure and hallowed dreams 
In which it dwells before us. It should live 
Eternal ; or, if it must pass away. 
And lose one lint of its now perfect brightnraa, 
Let it be hidden from me, for the sense 
That all this glow must fade falls on my heart 
Like the cold weight of death. 



llv'SCEIPTION. 

Stranger, if thou hast ever hlessed the shade 

That lent thee shelter fi^)m the sun and rain. 

Thou wilt not rest thee underneath this elm 

Without a sense of gratitude. The boughs 

That overshadow thee have borne the bnjnt 

Of centmies, and have records of the past 

In all their whitrpering leaves. We cannot hear them 

Telling their taJes, throngh the long summer day. 

To the cool weet-wind, and have other thoughts 

Than of the generations who have sat, 

Li long succession, on the mossy tmf 

That beds these twisted roots. Sunshine and calm. 

Darkness and storm, have been around these bougiis, 

And they have smiled to the unclouded sky. 

And rocked in the rude tempest, but have stood 

Unbroken, while the stream of human life 

Has ebbed and flowed like the perpetual tide. 

And hardly left a trace upon its shores 

To tell us whei-a it came. Then resttheo, stranger, 
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And think thou Leareet in the ancient wood 
A monitor, that warns thee of thy enfl 
With a low, earnest voice, a voice of kindness, 
That, like a ailent fountain running over, 
Ecfi-eshes where it flows, and, like its waters, 
Gives life to the aero heart it passes hy. 



A VtSTOK. 

I HAVK been haunted by an awful dream, — 

A vision of my childhood, — one that grew 

From an o'erheated fiincy, nui-sed to fear 

In a dark, visionary ereed. A star. 

Of a malign aspect, had been to me, 

I'or a few weeks of dread uncertainty, 

The prophet of evil ; and I saw in it 

Tlie minister of judgments, such as oft 

Had been denounced before me, and had grown 

To an undoubting f^th. 

Mcthought that star, 
Aa in a vision of the night I lay, 
Stood with ils train directed to the earth ; 
And every moment it did spread itself, 
And grew a deeper crimson. Where I was, 
I could not tell ; but I stood gazing on it 
With unaverted eye, and I could wateh it 
Tal;ing ten thousand fiery shapes, and changing 
To eveiy terrible hue and form, and still 
Widening and widening out its burning orb. 
Till a whole quarter of the heavens was red 
And glowing lilte a fmiiace. Then, methought, 
A form stood visible within it, vast 
And indistinct, as a far mountain seen 
Throi^h a dense vapor, when the morning strikes it, 
And makes it such a thing as the mind irames. 
When it goes wandering through the infinite, 
And builda on dreams. I gaaed upon it, charmed 
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And fesciaated by its terrible glory, 
And with it suet a sense of foar, tlie drops 
Stood thick upon my foreliead, and my heart 
Was near to bursting. Twas an agony 
Of wonder and of death ; for I beheld 
Already come the day of doom, and earth 
Seemed parched and burnt by the intenaty 
Of that approaehing flame. The sky above 
Was lite a vaulted furnace, and it quivered 
And sparkled in die heat, and at the centre, 
Transparent in tbe fiercenesa of its fire. 
Still that illimitable form did frown 
Blacker than tenfdd night. His quick approach 
Left me no time to scan bim, but he seemed 
To gather in himself all I had heard 
Or dreamed of horrible, A muttering sound. 
Like that of fer-off winds, or smothered flame 
Roaring in eaves, — a sound that fell like fate 
On my stunned ear, — came as a warning voice, 
That earth was now within the wasting sphere 
Of that consuming plague. At once the wind 
Seemed to blow over me, with hot, thick breath, 
Waflang such clouds of smoke and sheets of fire, 
That jJl around me seemed one conflagration ; 
And even the firm foundations of the fills 
Cracked and fell inward, and one long, long peal 
Gave warning, that thia ponderous globe was rent 
And sMvered. Suddenly a burst ol flame. 
So clear and strong no thought can image it, 
Filled the whole visible space ; and still it flashed. 
And flashed, till in an instant utter dai-kness 
Closed heavily around me, and I woke : 
I woke, and yet the horrors of that dream 
Would viat me at times, even when I grew 
To know its causes, and could reason of it ; 
And though the mind moved in iia own pure light, 
And stood aloof from fear, yet there were momenta. 
When the dark memory of this dream would quell me 
Well-nigh to trembling. 
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Mf.thouoht 't waa night ; and n^ unquiet spirit 
Stood in the silent presence of a Power 
Invisible, though felt There was no voice. 
And yet unutterable thoughts came o'er me, 
Aecompanted by feelings such as grow 
From some unearthly music. There were words 
Spoken as in the fever of a dream, 
Breathless and iDdbtinet, yet ftill of awe 
Hi"h and mysterious. The air was full 
Ot sights, that scarce were seen, dim images, 
Crowding from out the depth of darkness, wAd 
And tembie, though calm. They looked upon me 
Intensely, and they seemed to beckon me 
Thoughtful and sad. No utterance meanwhile 
Told me their wishes, but they made themselves 
Visible to me in their gathering brows 
And lowering glances. Then they waved me on 
To follow them, and, like a vanishing troop 
Of shadows, mingled in the thicker shadea, 
And all were lost. A deeper darkness hung 
Around me, like a bunlen, and it seemed 
To close me in a prison, like the grave. 
Narrow and eold. A damp and deathly chill 
Kan through me, and methought the earth bene^h 
Sunk, and the utter night that circled me 
Grew thicker, tJU all tfeiuehts were oWectless, 
And memory vaniahed. All the little light 
That centred in my brain seemed like a taper 
Amid the vapors of a uharnel-houae, 
Quivering and pale ; a blue, uneartlily flame 
Hovci-s awhile above it, and it falls 
Beneath the dank oppression, and then dies. 
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So thouglit, and life, and all their energies 

Trembled awhile, and hung upon their close, 

And then went out. I lay entranced, I know not 

If hoars or aces, — ^not a sleep of dreams. 

Busy and fuU of forms and fentasies, 

But blank and desolate, without a motion. 

Even in the spirit's core, — an utter death. 

That leaves no raemoiy of itself, and makes 

Myriads (tf years a moment; So I lay, 

Forgotten and alone. Mefiought a stir 

Came to my heart and brain, and some dim. feelings 

Were movmg tiere, faint as the light rf shadows, 

When night is deepest, and the waning moon 

Hurries behind a, olouiL They grew Tipon me. 

And there was light and joy, — a, happy dream, 

Ckmfused and shapeless, but a dream of days 

That are to «s our heaven ; the early days 

Of wonder and of hope, the bljssfiil daja 

Of buoyancy and love, unspeakable 

And holy love, stainless and bright and pure, — 

The heart's devotion. They were in my dreams 

Strolling to life, and taking, every moment, 

A fau'er being. I was on the liills, 

Methought ; and it was spring ; and one sweet bird 

Settled oeside me, on a nowering thorn. 

And sang how softly 1 Then the morning came, 

And there was brightness, and the kindling clouds 

Were pearl and sdd and flame ; and then the sun 

Boiled up, and ail was day. An avenue 

Of ancient elms bent over me their boughs, 

And the slant light came underneath the arch. 

And tinted all lie leaves, the guivering leaves, 

With rainbows, tiU a vanlt of liquid fire 

Seemed lifted round me, and I wallced unhurt 

Amid the glorious furnace. There wte ma^io 

And wonder in the hour ; and then I looked 

On the calm ocean, like a burnished sheet 

Of emerald, and all its long, long waves 

Were ridged with flame ; and by me flowed a brook, 
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Prattling its meny tale to the cool winds, 

Tliat shook tlie grass and flowers, that stood around it 

To gaze upon its niirror, and behold, 

Narcissus-like, tlieir beautv ; and it wound 

Its way onto a meadow, all one hed 

Of glancing diamonds. 'Twas & dream of ligit. 

And soon as full of love. Methonght a voice, 

A well-known voice, a voice of very sweetness. 

So tender tliat 1 felt the first fi-eoh tears 

Flow at its touch of music, and diraolve me 

In the young happiness, once known, and then 

For ever gone, — methought that tender voice 

Came from a wood hard hy ; and it was sin^ng 

Catches of old fiuniliar tunes, the treasures 

Of infent memory, that warhle on 

In the bright stream, of inoocent joys, through all 

Our darker years, and hold their unchecked way 

Even to lie old man's grave. I heard that voice, — 

And then awote within me snch a flow 

Of pasaonate thoughts, blended of bright and dark, 

Gentle and wild, — a flood that long had swelled 

And borne me on its crest, till it became 

A sea of cloud and storm, — that, in the grasp 

And i^ny of passion, and the last, 

I'ised struggle of despair, again the light 

Faded around me, and I sank once more 

In night and horror. 

n. 

I»ARKJfES8 -was thick around me, as of old, 
Tn Egypt, it was felt. No glimmering lamp, 
JJor sohtary starlight, found its way 
Through the dim shadows that encompassed me. 
But all was waste and void, — a desolation 
Without a form or voice, — a deathlike silence. 
Where even the waters had ftn^t to flow, 
And winds to whisper, — such a total silence. 
My breatlung startled me, altliough I held it 
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In. fear and awe. The heavens had vanished tlien, 

And earth was goue, onlj" tie foothold where 

1 stood and dared not move, — in like suspense 

Aa when, npon a mountain crag, a mist 

Sweeps suddenly around tlie hunter's path, 

And hides the precipice and dread descent. 

Where all is death, — he pauses, and awaits 

The passing of the vapor, till it rolls 

Its heavy wreaths around the glacier heights, 

A)id all at once reveals the dark ahj'ss 

Below him, where he hung close on the verge. 

And knew not of his danger ; such a fear 

And wild suspense hold me, and tlien I stood 

Waiting for morning, while the lizard hours 

Seemed lengthened out to aces. Who has felt 

The tokening doubt, the cold uncertainty. 

The dying ofaJl hope, when we have seen 

Day after day pass on, and yet no sight. 

No tiding of the expected happiness. 

On which our being rested, we had fixed it 

So deeply in our hearts, — he only knows 

How much I suffered in those long, dull hours, 

That heavily dragged on, and brought no dawn. 

No token of it ; ^1 tiie same blank void 

Closed me, and narrowed to a sepulchre's 

Scant compMS tdl the universe to me, 

And left me nothing but to count my pulses. 

And tell my hours by throbs. The air seemed thick 

And deathly, and a sense of suffocation 

Pressed on me, like a mountain's weight, and bore 

Seemingly down a gulf, from which I stmgglcd 
To lift me ; but the ever-backward plunge 
Hurried me, like the rushing of a torrent, 
Farther and farther ftum all hope of light 
Or the sweet face of heaven. O, had a star, 
A single lonely star, one of the smallest. 
That scarcely twinkles when tlie winter's night 

"■" "' t, and there is no moon to shade 

I., .-J ..Google 



The lesser liglits, and the briglit evening planet 
Has set, and Jove not mounted vet his throae, 
And made his vassals dim, — had such a star 
Broke out a moment, from tiie thick obacure, 
To tell me where to look upon the sky, 
And, in that utter void, forget not where 
To wait the dawning, I haif then had hope, 
And not been wholly desolate ; and yet 
Kone greeted me, but alt was like a chaos, 
After its waves have settled to a calm, 
And even the swell, that followB on the storm. 
Subsided into stillness. 

Then, methought, 
I heard a sound, like the far roar of winds 
Amid the forest oaks, when the whole sea 
Of branches tosses, as the coming tempest 
Stoops from its car of clouds, and scourges them, 
Till the wide wUdemess bows to tJie dust 
Before its anger. Such a hollow sound 
Rolled onward, and, yet louder every moment, 
Seemed like the rash of myriad wings, or sweep 
Of mailed horsemen, when the beaten plain 
Trembles, and, in the mid-encounter, wide 
Their armor shocks and rings. A breathless fear, 
A terror that had winged my flying feet, 
Had not the deeper dread (rf what I knew not 
Beyond the point I stood on held me fixed 
And rooted to the ground, and with it, too, 
A mingled feeling of desire and hope, 
Wakened me fi'om my trance, and turned me 

whence 
Tlie rushing came. Methought the darkness seemed 
To fade, and from its womb a glimmering rose, 
Pale and uncertiun, as the flittmg glance 
Of moonlight throngh a storm. Anon it took 
More fixednes, and then it reared itself 
Into a <lreamy shape, a wavering form. 



lloveriiw in mist far on the sleeping 
IViien night is deep, and all the light 



1 heaven 
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Just ^vea a viable outline, so that earth 
Seems like a land of shadows. Then it stood 
Before me, and a chill and epectval glare 
Invested it, and as it onward drew, 
With ominous bearing, I could diiuly catch. 
Traces of human likeness, yet it seemed 
More lite a moon-struck ghost than living thing; 
For there was not a motion in its limbs, 
Gesture, or step, but it seemed borne along 
On the swift tide of air, — its glaring eyeballs 
liolled not, and had no meaning, but they stared. 
Like a blind statue's, with, everted lids, 
Gl^sy and cold, — and fiiDm its bloodless lips 
There seemed to come no voice, for tiiey were still, 
And yet stood open, like the last fixed gasp 
Of dissolution. Soon the vision neared me. 
And then I heard a low and muttering sound. 
Like the faint utterance of forbidden channa. 
When, even herself in fear, the sorceress 
Evokes the shades of hell, or calls the spirits 
Whose dwelling is in air. Then; as I heard it, 
I started and looked round me ; for no breath 
Quivered upon those asliy lips, and yet 
1 knew the voice came from them, and it sounded 
Hollow, as fix)m the tomb : " Creature of earth. 
Child of desp^ and feta, of doubt and madness, 
I bid thee follow me ; tlie spell is on thee. 
And whore I go, thou must perforce attend me j 
And I will show thee such unearthly things 
As will not leave thee to thy dj-ing day, 
But haunt thee hTce the secret eonsciousneaa 
Of nndiscovered crime." Hasiud; and then 
Turned from me, and went moving through the 

darkness, 
Lofty aod proud. At once I felt myself 
Lifted, as by the sweeping of a tempest, 
And borne along so rapidly, my breath 
And sense were lost. Awhile 1 knew of nothing, 
But that my flight was onward ; then my brain 
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Grew wonted to the change, and fined itself, 
So that all objects took a startling clearness. 
Though seen in deepest shade. A ma^c world 
Seemed bureting into being, wondrous, wild, 
Majeatic, heautuul, ohscure, and dark, 
Then bright to dazzling. Countlese images 
Ci-owded hefijre me, till the eye was weary- 
In looking onward throagh the living aea, 
That rolled npon me, like the toppling waves 
Heaved flxim lie womb of ocean, Bui^e on sui^e. 
To bufst upon the shore. I hurried by them. 
And back they rushed behind me, like the hills 
Aud groves and towns and spires, when home along 
The bosom of some nughly stream by winds 
That send the vessel through the frothy waves. 
Like a shaft winged with fate. It were a tale 
Too high for mortal utterance, to tell 
The slopes that met me, and they ravished me 
With such unearthly joy, the vision melted 
In ita own fervor, ana I found myself 
Alone in darkness. 

in. 

I iiAD a dream of miisie and of song. 

Methought one thrill of general liai'mony 

Pervaded all the rc^on, and the winds 

Were all attuaed, ^ch to ita several part. 

As if some master spirit had controlled 

Tlieir sounds to one accord. Past-flowing waves 

Seemed rolling from an ocean, whose deep heart 

Fed them" and never failed ; and they came onward, 

Each with ita crown of foam; and as they struck 

The shaken shore, theic burst was like the echo 

Of oi'gan not^ in heaven, — majestic sounds, 

Awful and terrible, yet far and sweet 

As the last pause irf thunder, when it sinks 
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Of modulated souiiil, — loud, airy swells, 
And solenin pauses, — touelies, as if made 
By a mo6t gentle hand; tten lingering peals, 
That died away in ochoea ; and again 
Soft-stealing syinplionies, that wound their way 
Into my heart, lifee Zephyr, ivlien he haunts 
The first-blown field of spring, in fond delay 
Pansing at everr flower, and loading thence 
ITiq wings with balm. 

As yet there was no vi^on, 
But deep aad utter niolit, — the night of Hades, 
Through, which the bodiless spirits make their way, 
Unheard, unseen, and one impervious veil 
Of darkness covers all. The music paused. 
And all was one deep hush, — so deep and afill, 
The heating of my heart was audible. 
And jny own breatliing mingled in my dreams 
Like tlie fer rush of waters. Then there came 
A solemn march of melody, a flow 
Of faint, uneartlily warblings, like the sighs 
Of sorrowing ghmts ; and these stole tfjongh my 

Like lapsing fountains ; and anon there rushed 
One tide ofsound, that poured ite airy anises 
Into my inmost soul. And as the curtain 
EoUs up its shadowy folds, and slowlj? opens 
The glories of the scene, far back retiring 
In avenues of pomp, and fading olF 
In the blue tint of mountains, where some rock 
Catches the coming dawn, all else below 
Cradled in slumbering shade, so, it meseemed. 
The Tiaon opened on me. Faint and chill 
It rose before me ; and its floating forms 
Drew their dim outIin«i on a cold, wan heaven. 
Where neither moon, nor star, nor even dawn 
Gave light and hope, — one rayless blank, embra- 

Within its Jeiiden cope shapes indistinct, 
Conftised, and void, — a chaos, like the dreams 
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That haunt a a.ck man's couch, — a waste of ehaii- 

Like mountains in a storm, swelling and heaving, 
Broader and higher still, their giant pealts, 
Till the eye shnnks from gazing. So it rose, 
That visonary pomp, and stood awhile 
111 terrible obscure; but then it seemed 
As if the opemng eyelids of the dawn 
Unveiled their krndly beams, and sent abroad 
The charm of early day. Soft hghts and shadows 
Now parted from each other, till they took 
DisliiiBt and certain shapes; and then a world 
Of beauty lay before me. O, how calm 
And still it lay !■■— an infant world, repodng 
In its fresh, dewy cradle, hung ■with flowers, 
And rocked by summer winds, such as in June 
Crisp the smoothed ocean, till it smiles and kisses 
The green, embracing shore. 

Methoun;ht I stood 
Somewhere above it, and it stretched beneath me 
In beautiful slallness, for no living sound 
Stole upward on the motionless atmosphere, 
That circled it as with a bi-ooding wing, 
And hushed it all to peace. Far off it lay, 
Too far to give the fainter lineaments, 
But the broad outline, that was broad and clear, — 
Clear aa, at noon, the ridges and the vales 
On tlio hlue mountain sloping to the sun 
Its walls, a nation's bulwarks ; liker stjil 
Tliat mount^n, when it comes in the dense ^ 
That with a crystalline brightness ushers in 
The invisible storm, — when it comes drawing near 

Till the eye looks info its closest dells. 
And sees the fountain flowing so at hand, 
That fancy hears it murmur. Tlius it lay 
In the new dawn ; — hut soon a cone of tlame 
Rose up beliind a circling ridge that closed 
The boiOin of a vale, and poured abroad 
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Kich golden waves, wherewith the moimtam peaks 

And kwest hollows kindled up, and slioiie 

In more dian dazzling brightness, — burnished gold, 

And liquid, trembling silver, so the rocka 

And winding rivers shone ; and fer away 

Leq' the wi(fe sweep of ocean, like a sheet 

Ofmolten glass, and all its islands burnt 

Cerulean, ate the many hues that play 

On the hot gush of steel. 

Such was the pomp 
That ushered in the day ; but when the sun 
Had come abroad, and now in the wide heaven 
Held on his lordly way, these glorious hues 
Were feded, and a clear and steady light 
Settled on all below. Methought I sank 
Slowly to earth, as through the summer air 
Floats the light plume, or from his heavenward seat 
An angel stoops to be the messenger 
Of love and joy. So gMitly I descended 
Into a flowery plain. Then rose around me 
A spacious theatre of wood and mountain, 
Stage over stage, from the low shrub that blooms 
Beside the hunter's path, up to the rocks 
With forehead bald and bare. Not long I stood. 
Before a strain of music flowed from out 
The forest, as if harps and voices jomed 
In one unearthly song. It had the power 
Of magic, for at once my eyes were closed 
On all the beauty, that with near embrace 
Threw round ita circling arms. The waving woods, 
Fresh flowers, and gm^ling brooks, and rustling 

Had vanished, and my spirit, at the sound 
Transported, saw another world, and heard 
That music all alone. 

There lay before me 
A broad, bright river, glancing to the morn 
In silent motion ; waving to and fro, 
Hot in the wind, for the tall palm-tops stood 
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Still, as if pillared marble, and the canes 
Shook ttot their spiir blades. Not even a ripple 
Giii^led along the shore ; but to and fra 
Slowly it waved, and from its sloping mirror 
Sent back, the coming day. Masses of shade 
Lay on tie sleeping water, aad between 
Opened its depths, how clear 1 — far down, the 

heareoa 
AVere vaulted, and the haaids of laay clouds. 
All in their gorgeous trim, went moving by 
With scarce perceptible motion, and their trains 
Waved, like the heavy banner of a ship 
Down-rolling from the top-maat, when the calm 
nil's only breath enough to bend its folds 
III slow meanderings, and its stars shine out 
A momentary fflance, and then retire, 
And twinkle then again, even as at ni^hb 
The stars dance on a founts. , Smooth it spread, 
That river, and the lotus leaves and flowers 
Covered its quiet bays with bi-oidery 
Of blue and scarlet, on a ground of purple 
And virgin green ; and with the long, slow swell 
Tiiey turned their mirrors sunward, one short flash, 
And then fell back in shade. A tall pagoda 
Roae opposite, and stretched its fi-owmng walls. 
And lifted liigh ila pyramids, o'erftetted 
With a wild waste <x dreams ; and high above 
Glittered the golden trident, for the sun 
Had risen there, in all that burst of power 
Had risen, with which he rushes on the heaven 
In equatorial chmes. This was the hour 
Of prayer, and many white-robed devotees 
Came to the river's brink, to sip its wave 
And bathe them in its waters. Then I saw 
One like a nymph in shape, yet darkly tinted, 
Sit on the shady shore. She wove a crown 
Of starry flowers, and twined it gracefully 
Over her locks of jet; thentotheeast 
She turned, and sung her hymn. 
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"Forth from tliy mountwii tliroae 
Advance along thy starry-vaulted way. 
Thou burning Lofd of day ! 

Thou holdest on alone, 
And all the gods of darkness steal a,ivay. 
Before thy luminous ray 

Night and her shades are flown. 

" Forth from the Swei^a's bowers 
Tliou issuest in thy robe of flame ; 

And over heaven's blue lotUE-fiowers 
Bush the mild steeds no other hand can taroe. 
They champ, they snort, they blow ; 
Tiiey heave their winnowing manes ; 
And round thy wheels, in spartimg showers. 
Perpetual streams of lightning flow, 
And fill yoa azure plains. 

" Thy beamy car descends. 
And, gliding o'er the fiwesl-trees, 

To the still river bends, 
tJp-eurling with the newly waltened breeze. 
Over ita bright expanse 
Thy bounding coursers dance, 
And sweep the rollm" foam before thy path. 
They hurry, hnrry by ; 
I hear the chariolfB thunder nigh, 
I see the radiant God; 
He lifts his golden rod, — 
How terrible me flashing of his eye ! 
SuKYA, liord of day, retam thy wrath, — 
Send forth thy light to bless, and not to scath." 

Her song had ceased, 
Ita m£^c ended ; but another spell 
At once was on me. Then, methought, a garden 
Spread out its avenues, o'erarched with planes. 
And filled with citron-flowers. One ancient tree 
Towered over me, and threw its shadow broad 
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And deep below. Beneath it flowed a fountain 

Huwn from a natural rock, and bj it rose 

A tomb, plain wrougtt in marble, turban-crciwned, 

And on it carved, " Gulghbshti Musbllara," 

Tliia was the tomb of Hafiz, — these the walks 

Of roses, by the fountain MoseUay, 

Dearer to him thaji bowers of Paradise, 

The Eastern heaven of love. Far around me lay 

One harvest of ripe rosea, sending out 

The vaporous dews ia one invisible cloud 

Of odorous bliss. The silence and the calm. 

The coolness and the shade, the sweet, low sound 

Of the still-flowing fountain, and the breath 

Of a faint wind that panted through the thickets, 

Were baautifuL They sank upOR i"? soul. 

Like dews on withering flowers. They quickened me, 

And freshened all my thoughts. AaA then a vmoe 

Came from the garden, silver-toned and clear, 

But melancholy sweet, and often choked 

By stifling sobs, as if the biilbnl wooed 

And languished for his rose, or as the dove 

Gurglos around his mate, or sadly mourns 

His widowed nest, and m^es the twilight wood 

Eeapon^ve to his siffhs. Slowly it came 

On through the vaulted alleys, till a group 

Of maidens, veiled and feamd, from the bowere 

Stepped cautious forth. On to the poet's tomb 

They glided, and, low bowed, their offerings gave 

Of garlands silken-twined, and with them dressed 

Tlicir favorite shrine; then, throwing back their 

Revealed their sunny locks, and full black eyes. 
Soft as the dove's, and rich in starry light 
As the gazelle's. So to the fountain bending, 
They dipped their pictured vases, and then rose 
And sprinkled all their wreaths, and bade them hang 
Fi-esh till the coming dawn, — then round the iorab 
They linked their hands, and, slowly moving, sang 
Tiieir pions hymn. 

I., .J. Google 



" O, weave the poet's tomb with flowers, 

And bring it water from the spring; 

And ever with, the dawning day, 

O, let us haunt these lonely howare, 

And on our withering garlands fling 

The freshening dew of Mosellay. 

" He best deserves a maiden's heart, 

Who teaches best her heart to love. 

O, how can she so well i-epay 

He bard who taught the genUe art ? 

O, can she give nim aught above 

The freshening dew of Mosellay ? 

" He loved this calm and cool retreat, 
And with his friend and mistress oft 
In music passed the sununer day. 
Tn vaui the noonheam fiercely beat, — 
He only felt it murmuring soft. 
The gushing dew of Mosellay. 

« And then he crowned his bowl with wine, 
And pressed it to his maden's lip, — 
She smiled, and mm'ed the gift away. 
A maiden, who would seem divine. 
Had better fill her bowl, and sip 
The freshening dew of Mosellay, 

" gentle bard of joy and love 1 
A gentle heart can only feel 
Thy sweetness, and aioac repay. 
O, may we, like the trembling dove. 
From care and tumult often steal 
Beneath the bowers of Mosellay." 

Another change ; — The desert, 
"Wide as an ocean, indistinct and dim 
Beneath the moon, now full, but han^ng low 
In the pale west. A well, — its clustered palms, 
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TidI columns, throwing far upon tie sands 

Tlieir Eliadows, and the stars oetween their leaves 

Coming and going. All beneatli in sleep, — 

A wandering tribe, stretched round the stifled glow 

Of a half-covered fire, and quietly 

Behind them in a circle, deep reposing, 

Tlicir only friends, their camels and their steeds, 

TIarnessed and ready. Not unguarded rest 

The wanderers, bat s. sentinel apart, 

With spear uplifted, watches through the night, 

With the keen tiger's instinct, and afar 

Catches the feintest sound, and quick espies 

Tlie smallest creature, on tlie very verge 

Of the encircling waate. There on his watch, 

I hear him cheat his weary hours, with tales 

Slow chanted, and with songs of love and sorrow. 

The treiBures of his tribe, irora age to age 

Transmitted even wiih. awe. . A mournful air. 

■\Vell suited to his utter loneliness, 

Is now his pastime ; sung so faint and low, 

If. rather seems but Mglis, — some captive's song. 

In a far distant land. 

" My father's tent is far aw^. 
And they are -weeping there; 
And often, often do they say, 
' Where is our Kaled, where ? ' 

"My master tells me to foi^et 

My home, my own dear home : — 
'Why wpuldst thou dose thy heart, noi' let 
Another fondness come ? ' 

" Aad Leila, then, his dark-eyed girl. 
Sits blushing by her sire, — 
I know that are is not a churi ; 
Can love he pcnnted higher ? 

"But Leila, fair and sweet and young. 
And gentle as a fawn, — 
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" L«ila, tlimk not of my heart, — 
I left my heart at home ; 
0, from my home it eoiild not part, — 
My spirit could not roam. 

" A fwrer and a sweeter one 
Has all my fondness there, — ■ 
And, ' Ohl' she often sigha alone, 
' Where is my Kaled, where '/ '" 

Another change ; — 
A valley, freslily green, and girdled, round 
"With white rocks, tufted o'er with feathery ferns 
And rambling vines, and at their foot a cave. 
The issue of a spring, clear bubbling out 
In a perennial flow. Eeligions hands 
Have arched it over, for a fount, a, well. 
In such a thirsty land, is loved and cherished, 
As a choice gift of Heaven. A date-tree bends 
Its clustered fruit, and nard and cassia scent 
The ever dewy air. The bibulous turf 
Catches the rolling moisture, as it glances 
O'er the bright pd)blea, down the winding dell, 
Till one intensest verdure tapestries 
Tlie level lawn. Between the parting hills, 
Off-stretchiag into dimness, opens out 
A sweep of pain, spotted ■with clumps of palms, 
White cottages and dove-cotes, avenues 
Of ayoamores, and woods of olives blue 
With their autumnal load, and vineyards hung 
. On the slope mountains ; in the midst, the vims, 
And towers, and temple-tops, and pinnacles 
Of a wide eity, sitting like a queen 
Amid her beautiful fields, and shining bright 
In the low evening sun. Around it flows 
A wandering river, hidden now beneath 
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Ila willows, now outflasliing lite a gush 

From the tapped faniaee, now its course revealing, 

By wildemusa and garden, ever fed 

From oat its quickening wave, — etill further winding, 

Like a gUt serpent, ttffongb a naked plain, 

On to a. lake, now bright, out dimly fading 

Into a boundleaa blue, tip in that core. 

On whose encircling battlements the cedar 

Nods tothe evening wind, and the set sun 

Gilds with a flinge «f gold the tall, gray nx;ks, 

Now glittering, though beneath them all is dim 

And shadowy cool, — up in that cove, a tent 

Is planted for the night, and round it throng 

A shepherd's train, — his children and his dogs 

Busy at play, his ruminant sheep reposing 

Under the shelving walls, ■with here and there 

A lohily ram, gazing upon his likeness 

III the deep, mirrored pool, and seeming half 

Intent on war, — a patriarchal scene, 

Like that of old, when Abraham fed his flocka 

III. Mamre. 'T is the hour of eyeniug praver. 

A reverent pause, — and then the loud, clear voice 

Comes up amid those rocks, W> Him who rules 

Alone in heaven, and after it a hymn 

Low sung by gentle vcrices. From the tent 

Flows the soft melody, more touching sweet 

For the veiled mystery within whose shade 

So much of beauty breathes. 

Witli that low hymn 
Came darkness to my dream ; and all the pomp 
Of mountain, forest, vale, and ocean feded 
Slowly and solemnly away, and vanished 
In utter gloom. As after many a train 
Of bright illusions, cities, camps, and caves. 
Dark robbers, helmed hosts, and monarchs seated 
Pi-oud on their thrones, — afliergay aghts and sounds, 
The measured march, the merry dance, the rush 
And clash of battle, — when the eye is fixed 
Intensely on the ftill catastrophe, 
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Glad for relief yet lingering o'er the scene 
Of false but real wog, — slowly descent! 
The curtain's massy folds, and, to the sound 
Ctf distant muMC, one by one withdraws 
Each glittering pomp, till dark before us bangs 
A funeral pall, as if )n mockery 
Of tins poor world ; — ao fi-om my spirit's eye 
My dream -witlidrew, and to the still repose 
Of midnight left me. 



SONNETS. 



1p on the clustering curls of thy dark bair, 
And the pure arcbing of thy poliebed brow. 
We only gaae, we fondly dream that tbou 
Art one m Huiae bright ministers who bear. 
Along the cloudless Dosom of the air, 
Sweet, solemn words, to which our spirits bow, 
With such ft holy smile thou lookest now, 
And art so soft and delicately fair. 

A veil of tender light is manthng o'er thee ; 
Around thy opening lips young loves are playing ; 
And crowds of youths, in passionate thought delay mg, 
Pause, as thou movest by them, to adore thee ; 
By many a sudden blush and tear betraying 
How the heart trembles, when it bends before thee. 

IL 
Oh ! I eould wish I aa,t upon von cloud, 
Moving with such a silent flight away, 
And pure, as if it were an angel's slmiud, 
And tiright, aa if it were the veil of day. 
Silently on the wind it passes by, 
And o'er tbe mountain glides, mid comes no more ; 
So, when a few short days are gone, shall I 
Glide to a dim and undiscovered ^■'^™''^r~noijlt' 



O, thou art pure and beautiful, sweet form ! 
Who softly movest by me in the light 
01' thy ybnng beauty, as upon the storm 
Falls, with a, f^nter tint, the bow of night : 
Thy way is to a better world, and there 
Thou lookest as a cloud tliat smiles at even. 
O, be to me that cloud, and kindly bear 
My spirit with thee to thy own pure heaven. 

m. 

TiiY form may fade, but thou wilt not all die. 
For love with thee ia deathless. Thou wilt be 
J>ear, as thou ever hast been, unto me, 
For thou wilt ever Lave the speaking eye ; 
And diat alone is beauty, and it tells 
How many fond affections bum within ; 
And it too hath a ma^c power to win. 
By the enchantment of its living spoils. 

Only with, tiiat fond heart, and that dark eye, 
Thy love will ever guide me, and control 
My spirit to thy gentie sympathy ; 
And as tiie needle trembJes to the pole, 
So shall my heart for ever to thee fly. 
The centre and attraction of my souL 

IT. 

If, when I look on thee, and hear thy voice 

In a low-whispered mekdy alone. 

When it is breathing in its softest tone, 

All the deep feelings of my heart rejoice, — 

O. what were it to sit beade thee long. 

And gaze on thy bright looka and thy dark eyes, 

And hear thy tender words and thy sweet song, 

Aif sweet as if it floated from the skies I 

O, what were it to know that thou art mine, 

Indissolubly mine !— tiiat thou wilt be 
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Wtether the day be dark, or fortune sli 
Giying me, in the bliss of loving thee, 
A portion of the bli>« thrj call divine. 



Calm iook of gentleness I — I see tliee now. 
Even in the dead of night I see thee. Fair 
Thou moveat like a apiiit through the air. 
And there ia light unearthly on thy brow, — 
Yes, by that smile, it can be only thou ; 
For as the fresh dew trembling on the rose, 
When first the silken leaves their red unclose. 
Or as the jewel on the frosted bough, 
So bright and pure thy tender look of lore ; 
And as thou hoverest over me, my heart 
Beats gentler, and I feel my spirit play 
Light as a linnet on his ^ry way ; 
And as thy blue eyes look on me, they dart 
The soft and winnmg glances of the dove. 

VI. 
Green herbs and flowers new opening, ye have 

known 
The soft hand that once gathered you, and made 
Of your bright leaves and tender atallra a braid, 
To crown those angel looks, which long have flown. 
Ere the warm wind from off the sea had blown. 
And waked the sleeping buda among the bowers. 
She loved to pluck the pale and soft-eyed flowers 
Of tint so purely fading, h"ke her own. 
These were her chosen woodlands, where she paid 
The tribute of her spiiit to the Power 
Whose voice is heard in every wind that blows. 
Whose tears deeceftd in every vernal shower, 
And as they trickle through the mantling shade, 
A stream of life and loye and beauty flows. 
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vn. 

O Love ! thou art a pure and holy ttlnff, 

And none should eyer dare to breathe thy name 

Whose hearts are lit not with as bi'ight a flame 

As sunward burns around the eagle's wing : 

O, let me not unworthy offerings bring 

To one, whose all-commanding power oim tame 

Each vagrant wish, and stamp the brand of shame, 

Where the least stains of earthly passion ding ; 

Then let me gather from my inmost heart 

Prii'e feelings, that from infancy have slept, 

Silent as waters in a hidden well ; 

And to the gentle offering then impart 

Tlie five and tears that Sappho breathed and wept, 

Wlien her faJnt cithern gave its (lying swell. 



When the woodlands arc covered with leaves and 

flowers, 
In tlie loveliest time of the year; 
When the eky is now clear, and now checkered with 

showers. 
And life rambles on through the warm sunny hours, 
Undimmed with a shade or a tear; 
O, sweet are the feelings that tindle and bum 
As we gaze on the floivera and the sky; 
But to higher and purer devotion they turn. 
As water takes tint from the hue of ite urn, 
When they bum in the light of thine eye 

And when, in the calm of a moonshiny night, 

A serenade steals o'er tlio bay. 

As it curls in the smile of her mellowest light. 

Or lies in its beauty, as silent and bright 

As it slept in the sunshine of day, — 

O, sweet is the clear and Mlvery tone. 
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As it softly comes over my ear ; 
But sweet es it breatlies wlien I hear it aioae, 
It breathes like a flute hy a -wind-spirit blown, 
When I know tiou art listening near. 

O, the music and beauty of life lose their worth. 

When one heart only joys in their smile ; 

But the union of hearts gives that pleasure its birth, 

Which beams on the darkest and coldest of earth, 

Like the sun on liis own chosen isle ; 

It ^ves to the firead.e of winter tlie light. 

The glow, and the gUtter of sprin". 

O, sweet are the hours when two fond hearts unite, 

And softly they glide, in their innocent flight, 

Away on a motionless wing. 



Agaiu the infant flowers of Spring 

Call thee to sport on thy rainbow wing. 

Spirit of beauty I the an- is bright 

With the boundless flow of thy mellow light j 

The woods are ready to bud and bloom. 

And are weaving for Slimmer their quiet gloom ; 

The tufted brooE reflects, aa it flows, 

The tips of the half-unopened rose, 

And the early bird, as he carofe free, 

Sings to his little love and thee. 

See how the clouds, as they fleetly pass, 
Throw their shadowy veil on the d^kening grass; 
And the pattering showers and stealing dews, 
With theu stany gems and skyey hues, 
From the ooay meadow, that drinks the tide. 
To the sheltered vale on the mountain side, 
Wake to a new and fresher birth 
The tenderest tribes of teeming earth, 
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And scatter with light and dallying play 
Tli«ir earliest flowers on the Zephyr's way. 



Hi; cornea fixini the mountain's piny steep, 
Tor the long bouglia bend with a silent sweep ; 
And his vapid steps liave hurried o'er 
Thu grassy hiUs to the pebbly shore ; 
And now, on the breast of the lonely lake, 
The wavesln silvery glances hreak, 
J.ike a short and quickly-rolling sea. 
When the gale first feels its liberty, 
And the fldces of foam, like coursers, run, 
llcjoiciug beneath the vertical sun. 

lie has crossed the lake, and the forest heaves, 
To the sway of his wii^ its billowy leaves, 
And the downy tufts oflhe meadow fly 
In snowy clouds, as he passes by, 
And softly beneath his ni^eless tread 
The odorouH spring-grass bends its head ; 
And now he reaches the woven bower. 
Where he meets his own beloved flower. 
And gladly hia wearied hmbs repose 
In the shade of tlie newly-opening rose. 



THE KEIGS OF MAY. 

I FEEL a newer life in every gale ; 

The winds that fan the flowers, 
And with their welcome breathings fill the sail, 

TeU of sereuer hours, - 






Beneath the sky of May. 

The sprit of the gentle souih-wind calls 
From, his blue throne of air. 

And where his whispering voice in muMC 1 
Beauty is buddmg there ; 



The waving verdure rolls along the plain. 

And tEe wide foi-est weaves. 
To ■welcome back its playful mates again, 
A canopy of leaves; 
And from its darkening aliaclow floats 
A gush of trembling notes. 



gladly to their goal they ri 



TRUE GREATNESS, 

Thkee is a fire, that Las its birth 
Above the proudest Iiills irf earth ; 
And higher than the eternal snoivs, 
The fouutMa whence it rose. 

It came to man Jn ancient days, 
And fell upon bis ardent gaze, 
A god descending in his car, 
The spirit of a star. 

And as the gloriona vision broke 
Full on his eye, at once be woke, 
And with tie rush of battling steeds 
He sprang to generous deeds. 

Then first he stood erect and free. 
And in the might of destiny 
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He strove not for the wreath of fame ; 
From Heaven the power that moved him c; 
And welcome as the mmintam air 
The VMce that bade liim dare. 

Onward he boi-e, and battled still 
With a most fiim, enduring will ; 
His only hope, to win and lise, 

His only aim, the skies- 
He saw their glories blaze afer; 
A soiil looked down from eveiy star ; 
And from its eye of lightning flew 

A glance, that thrilled him through. 

Full in the front of war he stood ; 
His home, his coimtry, claimed his bloods 
Without one sigh that blood was given ; 
Ho only thought — of heaven. 



Thbee Is nothing can equal the tender hours. 

When life is first in bloom; 
When the heart, like a bee in a wild of flowers, 

Finds everywhere perfiime ; 
When the present is all, and it questions not 

If tjiose flowers shall pass aivay. 
But, pleased with its own. delightful lot, 



0, it dreams not the hue that freshly glows 

On tlie cheek shall ever flee. 
And fade away lilte the summer rose. 

Or the ci'imson on the sea, 
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f childhood! 

When far in the west the setting aun 
Goes down in the kindled main, 

And the colors vanish one by one, 
But never revive again. 

O, life in its springtime dances on. 

In smilM and innocent teara ; 
It casts not a look to the moments gone, 

But htuls the coming years ; 
They sliine before its fancy's eye, 

Like eastern visions bright, 
Gay as tlie hues in tlie westei'n sky 

At the coming on of night. 

Thns happy in all their bosoms feel, 

And in all their fancy dreams, 
Their quiet moments onward steal 

Like the silent flow of streams. 
Gliding through tufted flowers away 

To Sie far and unknown sea; 
So on with a fli 

Their days o 

Bnt soon, too soon their hearts stall know. 

The future was falsely bright. 
And its gay and far-deluding glow 

Shall change to the gloom irf night; 
O, tiien with a fond and lingering eye 

Tliey shall turn to the eany hours, 
"When life, as their moments hurried by, 

Was a. wild of sweeta and flowers. 



Dear moments of cliildliood ! how sweetly ye si 
Aa I gaze on tlie vista of years that are gone ! 
Ye smile in your innocent loveliness, while 
In the downhill of life we are hastening o 
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? childhood! 



O, could I return to your beautiful prime, 

AVIieii ye shoue like the morn of a clear summer day. 



O, could I return to those innocent hours, 
AV'hen my heart knew no sorrow, that fled not as soon 
As the soft drops of April that fall upon flowers, 
And vanish at once in the bright air of noon ; — 

0, then I might taste of the silent delight 
That beams m the eye of an infant, and flows 
As peacefully on aa the Aova in her flight. 
Or the dew stealing out of the cup of a rose ; 

O, then I might lay all my sorrows at rest. 
And he calm as the first whispered zephyr of spring, 
When it comes on its pinions of down from the wes)^ 
And shakes tlie soft fragrance of May from its wing ; 

O, then I might know what it is to he free 
From a burden tliat presses a heart to the grave. 
Might charm hack the feeling of %htneffi and glee, 
Tlie first look of love and of gentleness gave. 

But no, — I have passed fi'Om the fresh hlooming 

Where life gathers round it its verdure and flowers ; 
I can fondly look backward, — but ah I nevermore 
Can I taste of your sweetness, ye innocent hours! 

Then whither — ah, wliithor escape from the night, 
Which darkens more deeply, the ftrther I go ! 
I."X)k out from the gloom, some benevolent light ! 
Like a star on the traveller who wanders below. 

A Kght now is breaking, — it comes from above, — 
Still clearer and purer thaji life's early dawn ; 
It descends with the motionless flight of a dove, 
And guides me in ssvfety and oheerftdness <m. , ^ 



Then let me not turn to the innocent houra 

Of childhood, when brighter houra wait me before; 

There are thoma iu life's earliest, and tenderest 

flowera, 
But yonder are flowers that shall sting me no more. 



Come fram thy homo in the far hliie sty, 

Spirit of beauty and love and song ! 
Haiig on thy airy pinions nigh, 

When the dreama of my wayward fancy throng ; 
Give them a brighter and gayer hue, 

Shape them to forma of finer mould, 
Fairer than ever painter drew, 
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Brighter than e31 the gods of old. 



There let the vjaona of beauty rise, 

And tloat in fairy trains a,way. 
Bright as tlieir own unclouded skies. 

And rich as the parting light of day. 

Bring to my heart the meltjng lone, 

Onee'Bo sweet to my lingenng ear; 
Though the days of youth have flown, 

Stin that tone lo my heart is dear. 
Bow it seems to murmur by, 

Soft as the wind in a hed of flowers; 
Bow the falling whispers die, — 

Gone is the dream of my fairest hours. 

Dimly the viaons of beauty fade. 

Like the cloud that melts in the evening air, 
Wlien its colors vanish shade by shade, _, . 

Till the blue of the sky alone isithereV'*^Oglc 



Ere they hare wholly faded, throw, 
Spirit of beauty I one glance to mi 

BiTplht as the last and fullest glow 
Of the setting sun on the golden b< 



Tnou hast come fiwrn thy home in the far bltie sky, 

To dwell in the bosom of flowery della ; 
Thou hast laid thy mantle of glory by. 

With its heavenly hues and ma^c spells; 
Thou hast wrapped tJiee in weeds of sober gray, 

And Mmply braided thy flowing hair, 
And thy looks in fond and amorous play 

Sport with the boH and balmy air. 

From thy wintry hall in the evening cloud, 

Where gathered thy pomp of mry hura, 
And thine eye, from tka fol(k of thy golden shroud. 

Looked dowTi on the glistening of ftozen dews, 
Where each drop, like a bright, particular star. 

Caught the ins colors around thy throne. 
And the moon, as she mounted the hills afar, 

On a world of seeded silver shone, — 

From thy glittering hall in the lonely sky. 

Thou liast come to dwell in the tanded bower, 
Whei-e a stealing brook is murmuring Dy, 

And bathing me roots of herb and flower. 
Here thy beneficent hand shall throw 

Its thousand hu^ o'er the bndding plain, 
Till we dream the clouds, in their sunset glow. 

Have melted in sJiowers of golden rain. 



Soul of the lyre and ?ougl 
Who eomest from the blue and boundless air, 

And bearcat me along 
To read the starry glories gathered there, ^:- 
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THE BROAD SETTIXG SUN. 

"Who calleet from the deep 
The spirits of the long departed dead, 

To move in gallant sweep, 
And proud airay, above their honored bed : 

Whether from sor or sea 
Thy voice is uttered, or from mountain heights, 

Where the hawt hovers free, 
And mom and evening hang their thousand lights, — 

"Whether from cove or stream 
Bosomed in shady forests, where of old 

To the rapt prophet's dream 
A taie of visionary pomp was told, — 

Tis the one stirring breath 
That moves through every creature, ui^ng on 

The warrior to death, 
The hard to give to fame the victory won. 



n the broad seLling sun, 
"When his flight through the wide heaven was done, 
And the waves glowing bright with his fire 
Ei^e around like a funeral pyre. 

I watched the red twilight decay. 
When its tints melted dowly away, 
Till the light of the soft evening-star 
Looked out on the blue sea afar. 

I saw it hang low in the west. 
Till it sank on the ocean's calm breast, 
And it seemed, as its brightness grew dim, 
In the mirror of waters to swim. 

I turned and beheld a new day 

From the iow-h'ing clouds buret away^, 
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And lis light on their wreathed columns throw, 
Tiil they rolled like a deluge of snow. 

I followed the round, ruddy moon, 
Till she 3tood at the height of her noon. 
And watched her deep bluBhes expire, 
A3 she i-ose on the blue heaven higher. 

I saw the far ocean grow bright 
TVlth the flow of her mellowest light, 
And the waves, in their tong-rolhng swell. 
Caught her smile a9 they mounted and felL 

I marked, as her pale-tinted ray 
In tho first flush tJ dawn died away, 
Broad pillars of fire dart again 
From the breast of the kindling main. 

Then the sea flashed, lifce gold, in its flow, 
And the clouda caught the beautiful glow. 
Till the sun fi\>m the wide ocean catne. 
Like a god 111 his chariot of flaoia. 



That spreads to the sun, when meadow and gr 
Awake with the April shower, — 

There is not a creature that walks the earii. 
And is glad in his liberty. 

But feels and knows, from his earlirat birth. 
How his hemg is full of thee. 

The waters, that fall fram the mountain's bi-on 

Or in verdurous vallej'S flow ; 
The waves, that around the gallant praw 

In the noon-light flash ancf glow ; 
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336 WHERE HAST THOU BEEN. 

The sea, as it heavea from the line to the pole, 

In calm or in tempest — free, 
Eeels deep in its heart the enlivening soul, — 

The ocean is full of thee. 

The clouds that hang in the evening sky, 

And burn with the setting sun ; 
The glorious beings who meet on high 

When the light of day is done ; 
The brightness that fills the boundless blue, 

When the shades of twilight flee, — ■ 
O, the qiiickening air with its rain and dew,— 

The^iafijUofthee. 



F. hast thou been on thy rainbow wing, 



The spirits of love and beauty throng ; 
There, to the sound of languishing airs. 

They wheel their dance on the moon-lit well, 
And every breath of the night-wind bears 

Througli wilds of roses the warbled spell; 
Then it silently steals away. 

Like a floating bird, when the sea is calm. 
And the lingering brceac, with a fond delay, 

Hovers around those bowers of balm : 
Thence on my rainbow wing I flew, 

To bear this bud of a rose to tliee ; 
Never a fairer blossom blew, 

Tlian this when it opens its leaves shall be." 

" Whither is now thy airy flight ? " 
" Over the blue and boundless ocean, 

Where it lifts, to embrace the setting light, 
Its golden waves with a softest motion ; 
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Far to the pictured west I fly. 

Where the wings of tlie spirits of fire are glancing, 
And their radiant forms on the kindled sky, 

Like sparks in a stormy sea, are dancing : 
Thither I go, and I soon return, 

Wiien my torch is lit in the fount of glory. 
That thy pen with a hallowed glow may bum, 

Whea ti,ou givest the names of the good to story. 

" Then I will biii^, flxini the coral cave. 
Flowers of a brighter and purer hue 

Than ever Hesperian gardens gave. 
Of tlrank from the ^y its tender blue ; 
'a the fathomless deep they lie. 



Tliraugh the rift of a cloud, look mit between ; 
Some ahSw munic the setting sun, 

Op the reddening glow ofa distant fire. 
And in some every tint shall blend and run, 

Like the mingling sounds on a trembling wire ; 
These I will pluElt from the coral cave. 

In the silent depths of the tropic sea; 
Tlinn. the treasures of earth and sky and wave 

Sliall be borne on my rainbow wing to thee. 

" Then I will bend my airy flight. 

From my wanderings, back to the ma^c well, 
^VIlel'a the gentle spirits, who love the light 

Of the moon, in its fullest beauty, dwefi; 
Tliore, when the fount^n bubbles over, 

Shedding a soft and rapory dew, 
Thoir glistening winga, as around (hey hover 

In the silvery cloiS, shall quiver through; 
Wliother I fly to the setting sun. 

Or down in the depths w ocean roam, 
Sl.ill I seek, when my flight is done, 

li) the wild of flowers, my eherbhed home." 
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THE SPIRIT OF LIFE, 

pKOia the flowery islea of the southern sea. 

Where the fulneis of life for ever flows, 
Where the waters are ever gliding free, 

And the ripened fruit by ita blossom glows : 
Prom the region of light and wooing gsdes, 

"Where the plumed wanderer loves to roam, 
Aud glad, as the ^r wind Alls his sails, 

Bounda over the wave to his unseen home : 

From the flowery isles of the southern sea, 

Where life seems one long and glad repose. 
And the savage beneath his sheltering tree 

No fairer and hi^qjler being knows ; 
Where he wakes to a clear and cloudless day 

With tlic notes of the earliest matin-song, 
And silently dreams tlie hours away. 

Or hurries to join the sportive throng : 



And, ^read like a silvery mirror, smilea, 
Nor evei: awakes to the wliirlwind's roar ; 

Where the halcyon ever mlglit fold its wing, 
And float on tJie calm and silent eea. 

And wide the joyous mariner fling 
His saiia to the wind's full mastery: 

I come from those blest Elyaan isles. 

With the dews of life in my brinmiing urn ; 
Touna Spring at my biddingwakes and smiles^ 

And tbe iiSant blushes ofBeauty bum ; 
A thousand busy and joyous wings 

O'er meadow and ferest my treasures bear, 
And Health, in her innocent gladness, flings 

New-braided ivreaths from her flowing hair : 
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SPIRIT OF HIGH AKD MIGHTY SOULS ! 33! 

All waken and brighten where'er I go, 
Like tlie hearts that welcome a festive day, 

And happy creatures around me flow, 

Like the crowds tliat greet a conqueror's way. 



Spirit of high and mighty soulal 

Thine is the darkly hovering cloud. 
Deep in whose heart the thunder rolls, 

with a murmuring echo long and loud ; 
Thine the gulf where the cataract pours 

With a sudden rush its emerald tide ; 
Thine the height where the eagle soars. 

And the winds in their stoi-my chariots ride ; 

Thine the unbounded world of waves, 

Bursting aloft with fiery foam ; 
Thine the fearless bark, IJiat braves 

Danger and death on its oceau home ; 
Thine Qie mountains that gird the pole, 

Wreathed like a starry crown of Tight, — 
These are the haunts of the mighty soul, — 

Thitiier it bends its daring flight. 

But by the side of the hidden spring 

Shaded with newly-budding^ flowers, 
Where the butterfly floats on its filnw wing. 

And the rose breathes sweetlier after showera; 
But in the cool, sequestered sliade. 

At the lonely foot of a wooded hill, 
'Where a low and pleasin" din is made 

By the daah of the broolc at the village mill i 

But in the colored sky at eveu. 

When the glorious tints are fading away. 

And shapes like tiie misioned spirits of heaven 
Round the top of the gihied forest play ; 
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tj eagle's wing. 



But by the sweep of the silent river, 
Where its watera in jgentle stilliiees roll. 

Like the tides of eternity, ruffled neyer ; — 
O, these are the haunts of the tender soul. 



Had I the pinions of an eagle's wing, 

In tUe pure mountain air, 
Poised like a glorious and celestial tiling, 
My soul afar ^oidd fflng 

Its glances there. 

Above tbe midivfty haunt of clouds and storms, 

la the bright summer sun, 
"Whose tempered influence kindles, as it warms. 
O'er ))eauty's fairest forms 
- My eye should run. 

There all that dims and darkens fades away ; 

One flow of mellow light, 
Fresh as the newly-risen beam of day, 
In ever-varying play, 

Makes all thmgs bright. 

The woods tliat wave below in tufted green. 
The meadows pranked with flowers, 

The pebbly brooks that wind in light between, 

Glad as their blushing queen 
Descends in showers, — 

From the clear height of that aerial throne, 

Heaved like a prop of heaven, 
Towering in solitary pride alone. 
Where never storms have blown, 

Nor clouds were driven, — 

Seen from that airy tower, eo far below, 
They swim in waving gold, 
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As when the miaty hills at evening glow, 
And light in liijuid flow 
On earth is rolled. 

On the iar confines of the bending sky, 

Wiere ocean melts in air, 
Light curls of auowy vapors hover hy, 
And azure islands lie 

In slumber there. 

Like halcyons floating on the silent sea, 

With wioffs of skyey hue 
Shading their weary eyes, — so tranquilly 
They take, bright ' ' ^ — '^'■ — 

Thy purest liue 

There as I gaze, I feel a gentle power 
Steal through my heart, and lay 

Its cares at rest, as when the dewy shower 

Fi-eshena at night the flower 
That drooped by day. 



ON THE DEATH OF . 

I SHED no tear upon thy earlj' grave, 
For thy pure soul has found deliverance now. 

And finm the eminence that Nature gave 
Looks down njxm a world that sought to bow, 

With a low burden of consuming cares. 
Thy sfnrit to the reach of theirs. 

Thou wert not fashioned for the menial throng, 
Who plod with easy step the common way. 

But thy delight was in the sons of song. 
And, sooth, to play 

On the light strings of some uneartlily lyre 

Was all tJiy office, and thy sole dcsu*. 
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Thy spirit could not iDrook the ei 

Jfot that it wore the plume and crest of pride, 
For the meek tenant of a sliepliei"d'B cot 

Went as a loved companion by thy dde ; 

But all thy thoughts were lent, 

With a perpetud bent, 
To meditationB of an uniiiowii spLere, 

And therefore life heW 

Seemed all too lag and slow, 
And eyery look was cold tJiat met thee here ; 

So thou didst keep thy melancholy way, 

With eamofit longing for a brighter day. 

And it haa come, — and now a loftier air 

Encompasses about thy liberal soul ; 
The welcome winds that blow around thee bear 

Sounds tbat ttom fitlj-tbiming planets roll. 
And now thy all-attentive spirit hears 
The harmony of spheres ; 

Thy path is now thi-ough amaranth beds, and Hoes 
Of lanrel, such as crown the chosen few. 

Whose tuneful company in glory shines 
Bathed with lai-ge ofierings of Castalian dew, 
That from a golden oi'ersnadowing doud 

In full effuirion flows, 
And, while their harps and voices echo loud; 

Breathes round the living perfume of tiie rose. 

And now, admitted to their willing train, 

Thou standest high upon the starry floor. 
And ^ou shalt walk on that cerulean plain 

Inlaid with burning gems and sparkling ore i 

Thou ahalt behold no more 

The clouds that overshade our darker day. 

For they have rolled away. 

Like a bright jewel in a coronet, 

Or, fitter wmile, a rolling stai-, 

Imperial Jove in his eteraal car, 
la the iull front of Heaven's aimada set, 
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That ride the airj' aea. 
Spreading without a lunit or a shore, 
And, atead of rush and roar, 

Moving to 3, most gentle harmony, — 
Thna bright, and thus upheld in port and place, 

Tbou shalt maintain thy station evermore. 
And, nith such lofty grace 

As Theron erst the palmy gariand wore. 

Bear on thy youthful brow the immortal bay, 
And so thy fame shall never pass away. 

Then why should we with long and vain lament 
Weep o'er thy early fate, aa if it were 

Inflicted on thee with no good intent. 
But dropped unkindly from the infected air ? 
Eather be glad, for 't is the blessed care 
Of some Benevolent power, 
Whose wont it is wil£ open hand to shower 
His liberal ^s, that thou so soon hast ^ven 
Thy spirit to the full embrace of Heaven. 



TI-IE LAST DAYS OF AUTUMN. 

Now the growing year is ovei', 

And the shepherd's tinkling bell 
Faintly from its winter cover 

lUngs a low farewell ; — 
Now the turds of Antumn shiver. 
Where the withered beech-leaves quiver, 
O'er the dark and lazy river, 

In the rocky dell. 



Now the mist is on t 

Eeddeniog in the liait 

Now the flowers around 

Perish one by one ; 
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Sot a spire of gra 

But the leaves tlmt late were giuwuig 
TJow its Highted green are atromiDg 
With a mantle dun. 

Now the torrent brook is stealing 

Faintly down tie furrowed gladCj — 
Not as when, in winter pealing, 

SncL a diu it made, 
That the sound of cataracts falling 
Gave no echo bo appalling, 
As its hoarse and heavy brawling 
In the pine's black shade. 

DarHy blue the mist is hovering 

Round the olifted rock's bare neightj 
All the Iwrderiag mountains covering 

With a dim, uncertain light : — 
Now, a fresher wind prevailing, 
Wide its heavy burden sailing, 
Deepens, as the day is failing, 

Fast the gloom of night. 

Slow the blood-stained moon is riding 

Through the still and hazy air, 
Like a sheeted spectre gliding 

In a torch's glare : — 
Few the houra her light is given, — 
ICngling clouds of tempest driven 
O'er the mourning face of heaven, 

All b blackness there. 



THE SOUL OF SONG-, 

Where lives ti\e soul of song ? 
Dwells it amid the city's festive halls? 

Wliere crowd flie eager tiii-ong. 
Or where the wanderer's silent footstep fdls ? 
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Loves it the gay saloon, 
Wliere wine and daiic-es steal away fLn night, 

And bright as sunnner noon 
Bums round the pictured walls a hlaae of light ? 

Seeks it the public equai-e. 
When TJctory hails the people's choson son, 

And loud applauses there 
From Hp to lip in emulous greetings run ? 

Dwells it amid the host. 
Who bear their crimson banners waving high ; 

Whose first and only boast 
Dra,ws teara of anguiJi from the patriot's eye ? 

Follows it on the path 
Where the pixrad conqueror marches (o his home. 

And, wearied of his wrath, 
Smiles as he steps beneath the imperial dome ? 

No, — not in festive halls. 
In crowded marts, nor in tlie gay saloon ; 

Not in the foi'um falls, 
Nor on the conquering host, tlie graaous boon ; 

But where blue mountwns rise 
Silent and calm amid the upper ah', 
, And pure and cloudless skies 
Bend o'er a world, that lies below as fair ; 

But where uncultured plains 
Spread fei'and wide their bedsof grass and flowers. 

And heaven's bright pencil stains 
Clear gems that roll away la silent showers; 

But in the depth of woods, 
Where the slant sunbeam gilds the hoary tref 

And the soft voice of floods 
(Sides on the pinions of tlie evening breeze ; 
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But in the broken dell, 
Where the crisped ivy cutIb its taiigiod vliiofi, 

And the "reild blossom's bell 
Drops with tie dew that in its hollow shines ; 



Where poura flie cascade irom the glacier's height, 

And all its wafers wave, 
Like rainbows, in their luxuiy of light ; — 

There dwells the soul of song : 
It flics not to the city's festive halls, 

But loves to steal along. 
Where the lone wanderer's ^lent footstep fells. 



MORNING TWILIGHT. 

The mountains are blue in the moi-ning air, 

And the woods are sparkling with dewy light; 
The winds, as they wind through tie hollows, hear 

The breath of ike blossoms uiat wake by night. 
"TOde o'er the bending meadows roll 

The mists, like a lightly moving sea ; 
The sun is not risen, — and over the whole 

There hovers a silent mystery. 



The pure blue sky if 
The pillowy clouds 

So stilly the brook in 
Tou would think itt 

The water diat floats 



n caim repose ; 
are sleeping there ; 
its covert flows, 
I murmur a bi-eath of air. 
the glassy pool, 
Half hid by the willows that line its brink, 
' ' leap recess has a look so cool, 

would worahip its nymph, as he bent to drink. 
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They steal on the heart with an unseen power, 
And ita passionate tiirobbings are laid at rest ; 

O, who would not catch, from the quiet sky 
And the mountains that soar in the hazj air, 

When his harbinger tells that the sun is Mgh, 
The visions of oUss tliat are floating there ! 



WiiERi! are now the flowers that once detained me, 

Like a loiterer on my early way ? 
Where the fri^ant wreaths that aoMy chained me, 

When young life was libo an infant's play ? 



WiUi tlieir skyey tints a 



lievi 
Al! 



ry loves to cherish 
their sweetness in her deepest core. 



Ah ! the recoUectic 
Though the eye may never meet them more. 

There are hopes, that like enchantment brighten 

Gayly in the van of coming years ; 
They are never met, — and yet they lighten, 

When we walk in sorrow and in tears. 

When the present only tells of anguish. 
Then we know their wortii, and only then : 

O, the wasted heart will cease to languish. 
When it thinks of joys that might have been 1 

Age and suffering and want may sever 
Every link, that bound to life, in twain : 

Hope — even hope may vanish, but for ever 
Memory with her viaons will remmn. ^ , 
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IS S Pill AT J ON. 

Glorious creatures I Shapes of light ! 

Where are cow thoae looks of power ? 
Where the eyes that glistened bright, 

In my visionaiy hour ? 

Te were fair, and ye were high ; 

Far, too far away from earth ; 
Shadowy pinions hovered nigh. 

When my fancy gave you hirth- 

1 was in a trance of heaven ; 

Spirits then would como and go : 
Where the eternal walls were nven, 

Eushed a dazzling overflow- 

I was then, on sonnding wings, 

Borne along the living air ; 
All of bright and beauteous things, 

All of great and good, were there. 

Not a Bound, but seemed to tell 

Harmony and holy love ; 
Every echo gently fell, 
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Then the soul assumed its reign ; 

Then it stood erect and bold ; 
All it sought so long in vain. 

Then in torrents round it rolled. 

With a fuU and sudden rush. 

Thought and light and knowledge came. 
Like an instantaneons gush 

From tlie purest fount of flame. 

Thick as atoms in tlie sun, 
Dancing on the dusty way, 
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Thousand sparkles seemed to run, 
Meeting, mingling into day. 

'T was tlie spirit" a jutilee ; 

Pasaon sprang, and rent Ms chain, 
Mounting into ecstasy. 

Bright and free flxim every stain. 

■Visions, many ae the stars, 
Glowing like a summer even. 

Proud as victors on their cars. 
Heralded my way to heaven. 



REMORSE. 

T AM banished "from home and from heaven, 
Like the rush of a thunderbolt driven ; 
Ever blacker the night sinks before me, 
And louder the storm rages o'er me ; 
A whirlwind behind me is rushina. 
And torrents around me are gushing r 
My flight must be onward for ever, 
And a rest from my wandering be never. 

My proud heart is broken and saddened ; 
My brain, like a scorpion, maddened, 
^V lieu a circle of flame has fast bound him, 
And death is within and around him ; 
My hopes are all scattered and flying, 
And the last pulse that stirred me h dying: 
Of memory no time can bereave me ; 
It may torture, hut never will leave me, 

0, where the ambition that hovered. 
Till its pinions with glory were covered ! 
IVhere the hopes, ever fonder and lighter, 
Like the morning sun brighter and brighter I 
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Where the fancy that colored and painted, 
"nil the picture was liallowed and sainted, 
And the love, a devoted adorer, 
That hent in hia ecstaay o'er her I 

O, these weve my forfeited heaven I 
But few were the dajB they were ^ven : 
And now, like a wanderer benighted, 
Every blossom and bud torn and blighted, 
In the regions of darkness and sorrow. 
Forbidden the hope of a morrow, 
From all that was dear I must sever. 
And rush to my ruin for ever. 

Now rage, like a hnrrieane, wings me, 

And the goading of memorf stings me ; 

If I look for a moment behind me, 

The arrows of thought sear and blind me; 

The far-echoed mustc of gladness 

How stirs me to fury and madness, 

And the fame that once wooed me now spurn 

And its brightness now scorches and burns mt 

Then welcome the rush and the roaring, 
And the storm that is bursting and poaring, 
And the darkness that thickens around me, 
As if B^h in ita centre had bound me ; 
Better onward through chaos be driven, 
Tlian be scared by the frowning of heaven. 
Though a rest from my wandering be never, 
And my flight be for ever and ever. 



A FANCY-PIECE. 

I FOtJKD thea where the woods were wild. 

And weeds and thorns had round thee grown; 

No hunter's foot, no wandering ehild, 
Had met thee, thou wert aU so lone. r 

' h..,,.-j..,C:iOoglc 



A FANCY-PIECE. 

Above, tie cyf 

And the still wind, that faintly blew, 
A sound, like that of sorrow, made. 

And ever, as it o'er thee swept, 

Low-breathing melodies were heard, 

As if a mourner sobbed and wept, 
Or nightly sang the widowed bjrd. 

And now, as fitfully the blast 

Shook the tossed branches overhead, 

A voice like that of terror passed, 
And like a midnight vision fled. 

And then again a mingled tone 
Of all sweet echoes met my ear, 

Sweet as, when storms are over blown. 
The warm south-wind comes stealing near 

Sweet as the closing breath of even. 
When wet with aews her pinions Ml, 

And, like a meaaenffer of Heaven, 

Night comes, ana whispers peace to aU. 

I took thee from thy sylvan haunt. 
And brought thee to the cultured plain, 

And saw thee flourish, like a plant 
Nursed by the dews and kindly rain. 

And there was music round thee still. 
And it was sweet — O, sweeter far 1 

Like vtaces echoed from the hill, 

When Love has lit his trembling star : 

Or like the fluttering airs in May, 
Stealing among the musky flowers, 

And bearmg mingled sweets away 

From pansied beds and orange bowers: 
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Iy2 A PANCY-l'IECE. 

A sound, that with the fretting stream, 
And feeding floi^ks, and murmuring bees, 

Blent, lilte the closing of a dream. 
In undistinguisljcd harmonies. 

And ever, as the mounting sun 

Shone hroader iu the summer heaven, 

Voices and aymphoniea would run, 
In hurried chords around thee driven. 

And then the melody was high, 

Like organs pealing through a choir, 

Or tliundera mingling in the sky. 
Or like the distant roar of fire, — 

A solemn, tempered tone, that gave 
A shuddering, not unmixed with joy. 
As when the proud, unshrinking hoy 

Fears, and yet toeasta the hursting wave. 

And ever as the loftier swell 

Sank from its airy throne, there came 

Soft utteiings of peace, that fell 
Silently breathing one loved name. 

Still loftier grew the master-aong. 
And sweeter stole the under-tone. 

When suddenly there rolled along 
Eude storms, and every breath had flown. 

Silent aad cold I saw (hee lay 
Thy honors and tliy hopes aade, 

And slowly, faintly sink away, 
Slow as the long-retiring tide. 

The breath of spring to thee was halm. 
And summer gave thee Ught and love ; 

Thy leaves were green, when air was calm, 
And heaven dropped hlesangs fixim above. 
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Uut wlieti the hills are bleak and bare, 
Thou canst not stand the open plain; 

But rather thou wouklst wither where 
I found thee, in thy woods, again. 



SPIRIT OF MAY. 

Welcome, thrice welcome, Spirit of May! 

RiessIngB be round thy airy way ; 

Come, widi thy train of rainbow hues, 

Of hovering clouds and falling dews, — 

Come to our garden beds and bowers, 

And cover them over with leaves and flowers 

Already the summer bird is there. 

And he sings aloud to the vi&rnt, warm lur; 

There he carols strong and free. 

And hia song and his joy are all for thee. 

Come when the sparkling rivera run. 

Full and bright, to the gladdening sun; 

Come, when tbe grass and spvingmg corn 

In their newest and tenderest green are bom ; 

When budding woods and tufted hills 

Wake to the nrawc of foaming rills, 

As they rush from their fountains deep and str 

And in calm and in sunshine roll along; 

Come, when the soft and winning air 

Tells us a quickening life is there. 

Come to our Ixsoms, Spuit of May I 
We would not be sad -when the earth is gay ; 
Wake, in the heart iiiat is newly strung. 
The love that dwells with the f^r and young ; 
(live, to their full and speaking eyes, 
Visions that glitter like sunset skies; 
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Waft them with quick and favoring gales, 
Klling with music their glancing saife ; 
Theirs be a flight o'er a summer sea, 
Where nothing of cloud or storm can be. 



Let the hopes, that once were a world of light, 
Lo<Jc out Irom our sorrows serene and bright, 
Like stars that come forth from the midnight air. 
When the cloud has passed and the sky is f^r ; 
Give ns awhile to forget ow cares, 
And be light as thy own enlivening airs ; 
Let feelings of childhood awake like flowers, 
When they open to catch the falling showera. 

Come from thy palace, Spirit of May I 

Where flowers ever blossom and fountains play; 

Bring with thee Plenty's brinaraing horn, 

And the tears of evenmg and dews of mom ; 

Bnild thy throne in the clear, blue air, 

And earth shall be bright, and heaven be fair. 

And the winds that rushed from the rolling cloud, 

And lifted their voices and called aloud. 

Shall sink to a sofler and mellower (one. 

Like gales from a happy island blown. 

Then the sea shall ^low in its darkest bed, 

And life shall revisit the mountain head ; 

An d the vaUey shall laugh, and the forest ring, 

For Joy shall "be out on his glittering wing ; 

And the old shall pause, and the young shall stare, 

As they hear his voice in the sunny air ; 

Glad shall their hearts and thejr spirits be. 

When they know he b sent to tell of thee, — 

To tell them, the Queen of Love and May 

Is now on her bright, triumphal way. 
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i SHIP, OK GOIKG 1 



Shall I gather tie rose of tlio ii 

Or the violet low in the vale, 
Or the birch hending over the fountain, 

Or the flower that wakes up with tlie gale ? 
Shall I bring thee the pink-colored bloasom. 

That closes ita leaves on the rain. 
Or the petals that open their bosom 

To the night, and are lovely in vain ? 

The violet is sweet in the vaJley, 

And the wind-flower that welcomes the gale 5 
And the birch, where the bright waters gaily, 

Telia the night-wind a murmuring tale. 
Not the sun-loving flower of the dry land 

Do I choose, nor the blossom that blows 
In the moon, but I go to the highland, 

And pluck from 3ie mouatain the rose. 



TO A SHIP, ON GOING TO SEji. 

The gallant ship is out at sea. 

Proudly o'er the iwiter going ; 
Along her sides the billows flee. 

Back in her wake, a river, flowing : 
She dips her stem to meet the wave. 

And hi"h the tossed foam curls before it ; 
As if she felt the cheers we gave, 
She takes her flight. 
Where the sea looks bright. 

And the sun in sparkles flashes o'er it. 

Gallantly on she cuts her way. 

And now in distance far is fleeting ; 

There are some on board whose hearts are gay. 
And some whose hearts are wildly beating : 

Loud was the cheer her seamen gave. 

As back thcv sent our welcome cheraing ; . 
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Many a hand was seen to wave, 
And some did weep, 
And fondly keep 
Their gaze intent when out of hearing. 

They have parted, and now ai-e far at sea, — 

Heaven aend them fair and gentle weather 1 
They part not for eternity ; 

Out hands shall soon be linked together : 
The sea was smooth, and the sky was bine. 

And the tops of the ruffled waves were glowing, 
Ab proudly on the vessel flew, 
Ijke the feathered king. 
On his balanced wing. 

To a distant land o'er ttio ocean going. 



APOSTROPHE TO THE TSLAKI) OF CUBA. 

KOVBMBEE, 1822. 

There is blood on thy desolate shore. 

Thou island of plunder and slaves I 
Thy billows are purpled with gore, 

And marder has crimsoned thy waves ; 
The vengeance of nations will come, 

And wrath shall be rained on thy head. 
And in terror thy voice shall be dumb, 

When they ask for their brothers who bled. 
Thy hand itas not stirred when their life-blood was 

And therefore that hand must partake in the guilt. 

Thou art guilty or weak, — and the rod 
Should be itrenohed from thy palsied hand ; 



By the pirate thy green fields are trod, 

And his steps have polluted thy lai 
Unmoved is thy heart and thine eye, 



And his steps have polluted thy land ; 

nmoved is thy heart and thine eye, 

When our dear ones are tortured and slain ; 



But tteir blood, with a terrible cry, 

Calls on vengeance, and calls not in vain ; 
If Europe regard not, oar land shall awake, 
And thy wallii itnd thy turreta sliall tremble end shake. 

The voice of a world shall be heard, 

And thy faith shall be tried by the call ; 
And that terrible voice shall be feared. 

And obeyed, — or the proad one shall fall. 
Enough of our life has been shed, 

In watching and fightinc for thee ; 
If thy foot linger still, on &y head 

The guilt and the vengeance shall be : 
We have sworn that the spirit of Aij.kn shall lead, 
And our wratJi shall not reat till we finish the deed. 



TO MEL AK THE. 

I BAW thee, lilte a lovely dreMn, — 

I heard thy flowery voice, — 
I saw that eye of mildness beam. 
And even the air around did seem. 
In brightness, to rejoice. 

Thou wert before me, pure and fijr, 

A nymph, a siunt, a child 
Of.verj' loveliness, and there 
Was glory, sueh as angels wear, 
When all that beauty smiled. 

Thou wert before me, but my heart 

Was anything but gay, — 
Thei-e was a quick, a sudden start, 
And then my spirit took no part, 
But wandered far away. 



It could not rest in that delight. 
So natural Co tliine, — 
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i TO MELANTHE. 

It had been darkling long m night. 
And it was round thee aU too bright, 
Too gentle, too divine. 

The thoughts of many hopeless years, 

Dark, visionary hours, 
Wild phantoniB of unholy fears, 
The woe that wrinae, the grief that seiws, — 

They could not dwell with flowers. 

Thou hadst a smile for me, — for me. 

O, would that I had known 
A firiend, a more than iHend, like thee, 
When my young heart whs pure and free. 

When love was newly blown I 



And all the many jovs, that fling 
Their colors round the fleeting wing 
Of IJme, been with tliee shared. 

O, thou wert all I could have dreamed. 
In love's first purple bloom ; 

I saw Ihee suiile, and then it seemed 

As if a blessed vision beamed, 
All light aud all perfume. 

The very air was muacal, — 

A glory round thee flowed, — 

■ The winds sank to a dying fall, 

And melody encircled all 

In that serene abode. 

It could not iMt, — it would not stay, — 

Yet thou didst speak to roe, — they say 
Such memories cannot pass away. 
And it is with me so. 



CAJSZOBETS. 

That smile, — that smile, — it was do 

And yet on mo it smiletl. 
Would I had met thee so diyine. 
When I could dare to call me thine, 

A hoy, and thou a child 1 



is fresh and ^i ; 



top the St.. 
It light, is Si 
y gende t 
L heaven's bine depths 
prime I 
liut round yoa bolder height no softness p 
Nor floivet nor bud adorns its front suh 
Itiude, but in majesty, it mounts in air, 

And on its summit Jove in glory bmiis ; 

'Mid all tlie stars that pour their radiant i 

None with that lordly planet may eomp 

But see, they move ; and, tinged with t 

Beauty and Power embrace in heaven'; 



CANZONETS 



Tei,i, me, heart, O tell me where 
All my loves and hopes are flown ? 
Ah ! Ui weep and sigh alone 

Withers all that 's fre^ and fair. 
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Hours of teoderest pleasure, where, 
Where have lied your golden dreams? 

Mingles cold and wintry care. 

Youth,— how proud and ligtt it springe, 
Shouting, " Welcome, flowery May ! 

See, tie turtle sleeks his wings, 
itoses bloom, and ftuntaina play ; 

Earth is ftill of joyous things ! " — 
All ! bat soon tliey fade away. 

11. 
I DIE, my love, my treasure ! 

My heart, my soul, I die. 

O, turn that gentle eye 1 

My ebbing life shaU fly 
Back, in one tide of pleasure. 

fairest, sweetest, dearest 1 — 
O, soft as any dream. 
When by the meadow stream 
Thy loved one's lute tliou beareat ! 

1 ask oas gift, deny not, — 

Tliose eyes of living iigbt, 
O, let them glad my sight 1 

Look hither, love, and fly not. 
My heart, my heart is beating, — 
O, hear its fond entreatiM ! 
O, turn those eyes in kindneas, — 
What if the look be blindness ! 

My prayer, my prayer, deny not. 



80MNET. 

lAavitle tribute ^lu 1825) lo a Boston ladj ot eurpaBsii^ besntj 

Eabth holds no faii-oi-, loveliiir one than thou, 
Maid of the laughing lip, and frolii^^^^ |^ 



THE lANGUAGE OF FLOWERS. Slil 

Innijeence sits upon tliy open brow, 
Like a pure spirit in its native sky. 

If ever beauty stole the heart away, 

Eneliantress, it would fly to meet tby smile ; 

Moments would seem by tliee a summer day. 
And all around tliee an Elysian isle. 

Boses ai*e notliin;;! to the maiden blush 
Sent o'er thy cheek's soft ivoiy, and nijjht 
Has naught so dazallng in ita world of light, 

As the dart rays that ftma thy lashes ffush. 
Love lurks wnid thy silken curls, and lies 
Like a keen archer in thy kindling eyes. 



THE LANGUAGE OF FLOWERS. 

Is Eastern lands they talk in flowers, 

And they tel! in a garland their loves and cares : 
Ea<:h blossom that blooms in their garden bowers, 

On its leaves a mystic language Dears. 

The rose is the sign of joy and love, — 

Young, blushing love in its earliest dawn ; 
And the mildness that suits the gentle dove 

From the myrtle's snowy flower is drawn, 
liiiioeence shines in the iily'a bell. 

Pure as a heart in its native heaven ; 
Fame's bright star, and glory's swell. 

By the ^ossy leaf of tiie bay are given. 
The silent, soft, and humble heart 

In the violet's hidden sweetness breathes ; 
And the tender soul that cannot part, 

A twine of evergreen fondly wreatieB. 
The cypress, that darkly shades the grave. 

Is sori'ow, that mourns her bitter lot; 
And faith, that a thousand ills can brave. 

Speaks in thy blue leaves, foi'get-me-not. 

Then gather a wreath from the garden bowers. 
And tell the wish of thy heart in flofvers. GooqIc 



Every day I muse upon thee : 
Life and jot thou art to me. 
If a fMtmuf hemt eoiild win thee, 

Soon my own love thou wouldst be. 

Ah, how sweet to dwell with thee ! 

Swift my j'eara would glide away | 
All around would laugh with pleasure ; 
Kieh would be the pnceleas treasure. 
Art could find no words to say, 
How my bounding thoughts would play. 

]jet me then be ever nigh thee. 
Youth shall be our spring of love ; 



My place is in the quiet vale, 

The chosen haunt of simple thought ; 
I seek not fortune's flattering gale, 

I better love the peaceful lot, 

I leave the world of noise and show, 
To wander by my native brook; 

I ask, in life's unruffled flow, 

No treasure but my fi-ierid and book. 

These better suit the tranquil home, 
Wliere the clear water murmurs by ; 

And if I wish awhile to roam, 
I have an ocean in the sky. 
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Fancy can charm and feeling blesa 

With sweeter hours than fashiott knows ; 

There is no calmer quietness, 

Than home arouno. the bosom throws. 



THE FLIGHT OF TIME. 

Faintly flow, tliou falling river, 

Like a dream that dies away ; 
Down to ocean gliding ever, 

Keep thy calm, unruffled Tvay : 
Time witli anch a silent motion 

Floats along on wings of air, 
To eternity'3 dark ocean, 

Burying all its treasures there. 

Roses bloom, and then they wither ; 

Cheelra ai-e bright, then fade and die; 
Shapes of light are wafted hither, — 

Then, like viaons, hurry hy : 
Quidt as clouds at evening driven 

O'er the many-colored west. 
Years are bearing us to heaven. 

Home of happiness and rest. 



FADING FLOWEES. 

Can the rose of summer fade. 
The bright and blooming rose 7 

Shall winter sweep the glade, 
Where its tender beautj' blows 1 

There is perfume in the air, 

And it steals from the opening flower; 

But the winds shall rudely tear 

!S of field and bower. 
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Thw fade,- — Iiow soon they fade, 

Tne flowers of earth and sky I 
Was all that beauty made, 

To smile b. moment and die ? 
O, will not the colors stay, 

That glow in the west at even, 
And the hues of the rising day 

Be ever the chaiiu of heaven ? 

O, let me not think the flowers 

Shall ever be borne away 
Frcan the fuU and loaded bowera, 

Where they welcome the early day. 
I would not indulge one thought, 

That a rose or a cheek could ivither; 
But believe their colors, caught 

From heaven, shall he wafted thither. 



MOONLIGHT IN A WOOD 

Moonlight is gleaming, 
Where the brook, streaming 
Over the bright sands, 
Wmds through the .woodlands; 
Where the trees, bending 
Lowly, are lending 
Gloom to the clear flow, 
Erst in a fuU glow 
Undfsr the broad light 
Of tlie starred midnight. 
But now it darkles. 
Save a few sparkles, 
Where some stray moonbeam 
Falls in a pale stream. 
Or a soft yiower. 
Through the high bower 
Which the dark wood weaves 
Close with its young leaves. 
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Then as I view them, 
Light trembleiS through them; 
WuUe fai" above them, 
(O, how I love them ! ) 
See the stars twinlde, 
Where the clouds crinkle, 
And the bright moon sheds. 
Light on the hill-heads, 
"With such fair glances, 
As when she daiices 
Where the calm ocean, 
With a soft motion 

Hushing its roar, 
Rolls ils white breakers, 
Those wide earth-shakers. 

Slow to the shore. 



THE CONTRAST. 

I SAW the fair one pass awaj'. 

In her earliest beauty's bi-iglit array. 

In the glow of hope and the flush of pride, 

And the mnooent joy of a virgin bride, 

When her heart, yet pnre as the &lle» snow, 

Gave loose to its feelings' fullest flow. 

And her cheek, as rich as the crunson flower 

That opens in India's sunny bower, 

Was hung with curls that danced and flew, 

Aa the wind of the morning lightly blew, 

And swelled the sail of the bark that bore 

The bride from tliat loved and lovely shore. 

O, thus in her maiden beauty gay 

I saw that fiur one pass away \ 



I saw that faded fair return 
With heart as chill as a marble u 
And cheek of as pale and wan a 1 
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As a blossom wet by the poison dew, 

That falls from the leaves of the funeral yew ; 

Her eye had lost its glancing fire. 

Her cheek the glow of young desire, 

And slie gazed on the home of her tender years 

With a look too cold for smiles or tears, 

But a \oo\ that told how her peace had flown, 

And how she was left in her grief alone. 

Tims pale and still to the shore she drew, 

As the wind of the morning lightly blew, 

0, how unlike to the joyous day 

When she passed in her beauty's pride away I 



MY NATIYE LASD. 

O, NOT the clear and snnny wave 

That rolls around the ^gean isles ; 
Nor all that ancient beau^ gave 

Of fondest dallyings and smiles ; 
Nor all the spirititirring notes 

That come from high Apollo's shrine. 
When tlie full hyma and song divine 

Bound Delphi's golden temple floats ; — 
0, not the hills that bear the vine. 

And far their breathing odors throw ; 
Not the bright sides, whose evening twine 

Ontvies, m tints, the breded bow ; 
Not all the luxury of shade 

Beneath the spi-eading ehestnnt-tree ; 
Not all the flowers that never fede, 

Bude land of storms I can equal thee. 
In thee my infant being drew 

The first reviving breath of air ; 
My early years in gladness flew. 

Light as a dream of sranmer there : 
Still round thy rocks my spirit clings, — 

It cannot tear itself away ; 
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And if it had an eagle's win^s, 

Tlifire it would ever hovering play ; 
For oh ! there is no spot of earth 
Dear as the land that gave us birth. 



Bright day ! with thee the song 

Of Independence rose ; 
Then Freedom, bold and strong, 

Defied her mortal foes : 
Armed into life and light she sprung, 

Lite Pallas born of Jove ; 
At Britain's feet the gauntlet fliuig, 

And back her champion drove : 
Touh", and yet wise, she won her ea\K 

And war's red banner forled ; 
Then fixed the reign of equal laws, 

And awed a wondering world. 

Bi^ht day ! with thee our sires 

ftodairaed Columbia free : 
Li^t with auspicious fires 

This holiest jubilee ! 
^d clouda of war thy sun arose, 

And danger met thy birth ; 
Now wide and full thy bounty flows, 

It warms and kindles earth ; 
The Andes redden in thy blaze ; 

Their millions kneel to thee, — 
They hail thee, earUest bom of days, 

FuBt dawn of Liberty. 
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* ODE. 

Eefuae to bend and bow 

When Power's risht arm was bared — 
'T is not that sacref band wbo tore 

The charter and the chain, 
Then on a, nation's altar swore 

Their birthright to maintain — 
How hear a continent proclaun 

One vow, one prayer, to Heaven, 
For every foreign lord in shame 

Back to his home is driven. 

Then, be thy quickening light 

Still brighter as it rolls, 
Till all on earth unite. 

One band of kindred souls ; 
Tor ever may thy altar burn 

With Freedom's holiest flame, 
And ages a&er ages turn 

To venerate thy name. 
0, never may our sons fot^t 

The men who dared be free, 
And on its firm foundations set 

Thy temple. Liberty I 



coxcoaD, APEIL 19, 1825. 

When first from the land of the tyrant and slave 

Our forefathers ventured to cross the wide ocean. 
They kneeled as they came from the perilous wave, 
And cttered their vows with an earnest devotion : 
Blight Spirit ! in thee 
We will ever be free, 

While thv sun gives its light 
To the land and the sea. 
And here -on the storm-beaten rock we unite 



ODE. 3G9 

T!ien Jeep i:i t'.iair bosoms they nourished the flame 
That burst from their hearts in the moment of 
danger, 
Wlien pvoadly the minion of tyrnnny came, 

Follutiug their homes ivith the foot of the stranger. 
Tlien tliev flew to the fight. 
Where Hberty-B light 

Called the bold-Eearted yeoman 
To rise in his might, 
And the hard hand of labor imdauntedly save 
The welcome of death to the murdering sfove. 

Here first in the red field of battle they stood, 

And feai'lossly gathered the harvest of glonf ; 
llore they first stamped the seal of their union in 

And imprinted their names on the records of story r 

Here proudly again 

We meet on the plain 
Where England first tried 

To enslave us in rain, 
And, firm in their purpose, our fathers unfurled 
Jipight Liborty'a flag to a wondering world. 

Here, flushed mth tlie high hopes of Freedom, we 

join 

In an act of the purest and deepest devotion. 

O, long may our children he drawn to this shrine. 

By an instinct as sure as the tides of the ocean ; 

May they never forget 

How their forefathers met, 

And planted the green tree 
Tliat flourishes yet, 
But, wawn with the spirit of Liberty, rfflse 
To the hrave hearts who saved us, one chorus of 
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WASHINGTON'S NAME. 

At the heart of our country the tyrant was leaping. 
To dye there the point of his digger in gore. 

When Washington sprang from the watch he was 
keeping, 
And drove back that tyrant in shame from our 

The cloud that hung o'pr us then parted and rolled 
Ila wreaths fiir away, deeply tinctured with flame ; 

And high on its fold 

Was a legend that told 
The brightness that cimed our Washington's name. 

Long years have rolled on, and the sun slill has 
brightened 
Our mountains and fields with its ruddiest glow ; 
And the bolt that he wielded so proudly, has hght- 

With a flash as intense, in the fece of the foe : 

On the land and tiie sea, the wide banner has rolled 

Cer many a chief, on his passage to fame ; 

And still on its fold 

Shine in letters of gold 

The glory and worth of our Washington's name. 

And so it shall be, while eternity tarries. 

And pauses to tread in the footsteps of time ; 
The bird of the tempest, whose quick pinion carries 

Our arrows of vengeance, shml hover sublime ; 

Wherever that flag on the wind shall be rolled, 

All hearts shall he kindled with anger and shame, 

If e'er they ai-e tohi 

They are careless and cold, 

In the glory that circles our Washington's name. 



LIBEBTY. 

A TOICE is on our liiUg, 

And it echoes far at sea ; 
"With a quickening power it filla 
Every heart, and inly thrills, — 

T n the voice of Liberty. 

A glance darts from yon cloud, 

And it frights thee, tjTant, — thee ; 
But the freeman rises proud, 
And his sire sljrs in his shroud, — 
'T is the glance of Liberty. 

A Tvaming calls at night ; 

"Hatione, rouse ye, and be free." 
They hear it with delight, 
But the monarch looks affright, — 

T is % warning. Liberty. 

There 'a a presence in the air, 

Which we feel, but cannot see ; 
Every bosom gladdens there. 
High to hope, and strona to dare, — 
'T is thy presence. Liberty. 
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K GREEK SONI? OF VICTORY. 



THE GREEK SONG OF VICTORY. 



The triumph of liberty won, 

Joy swellB each Athenian breast: 
We have buried our foes in the wave 
Thai rolb on oar iroD-j)oiind shore ; 
And the foot of the Ottoman slave 
Shall dare scale our ramparts no more : 
They came in their pride and their pomp to the fight, 
But have scattered like dnst, in the riiah of our might. 

They came with the dawning of day ; 

The sun brightly glanced on their sails, 
And their fleet, on its eonqnering way, 

Bore foi'ward with favoring galea : 
Like a dark cloud of tempest ttev came ; 

Already they uttered their yell, — 
When we let loose our arrows of flame. 

And the pride of the Mussulman feU : 
Then the waves with the fli'e and tbo slaughter 

And our prows hurried on through the dying and 

They ai-e gone, — and the sea rolls again 
In peace on onr iron-bound shore ; 

Tliey have left but the wreck and the stain. 
Where the green waves heaved purple ivith 

As the last light grows dim in ilie west, 

O God of the brave and flie free ! 
How the fulness that swells in each breast 
Is poured forth in blessings to thee I 
For we trusted in thee, — ana the arm of thy might 
Has scattered our foes in the periiou " ' ' 
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BIRTHDAY OF LINNJEUS. 



Its pavement the green sod, 

With the woods to waye around, 
In a harmonj' of sound. 

To his iavorites only ^ven, — 
Only given to those ears 
Who can catch the chiming spheres, - 

Onty given to those hearts 

Who can feel him ia the floweis, 

Who with high and holy arts 
Know to steal away the hours 
From the blank of vulgar men, — 
We are spirits only then, 
And with voices pure and free 
Only tlien can woi-shlp thee, — 
Then can only at thy throne, 
Thou uMeen, jnvi^hle One I 
At thy throne of earth and air. 
In the nonunon gladness share 

Of a universe that smilea 
Underneath thy quickening ray. 
As we see at noon of day. 

Through wide groups of palmy isles. 
The ocean dance ita way. 

In that temple, wide as earth, 
And unlimited as air, 
May the mind who called fo birth 
A creation none may dare 
With a reckless hand profane, — 
May he look fi^om out his heaven, 
And with smiles, like early r^n 
Falhng on the joyous flowers, 
Be among us through these hours. 
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fflien we meet to weave a crown 
For his sacerdotal brow. 
Hot to this our spirits bow : 

A better light came down 
With thy teaching, — thou didst ever 
Lead as upward to the Giver. 

Like the white-robed priest of old, 
In a mantle pure as light, 
Thou didst lead us on through night 

Into nature's deepest fold, 
1311 we caught the fire divine 
Beaming from the inmost shrine, — 
Caught the ractiauce of that sun. 
Where the spirit dwells alone. 

'T is a pure and holy rite. 
One tl)at lovea ihe blessed light. 
With a sacrifice of bloom, 
Eich in coIotb and perfume, 
Let the altar now be graced ; 
And ihat living breath shidl rise 
Unburnt incense to the skies. 

Be our hearts as free from etain, 
Thou, inviwble One, shalt smile 
Kindly on our rites, the while. 
With our dear ones at our ride, 

We are gathered here again. 

In fty fairest month of May, 
Our grateful debt to pay 
To thy servant, and our guide. 



IIOTE or FAME. 

To Uve beyond the grave, — to leave a name. 
That, like a living sun, shaD hold its way 
Undimmed through ages, — to be hailed hereafter 
As first among the spirits who have ^fted 



THE VOICE OF LOVE. 375 

Tfieiv larnl with fame,- — to dwell amid tiie thoughts 

Of all sublimer souls, as deities 

Are treasured in their Bhrines,— to load the tongues 

Of nations, and be uttered in the songs 

And prayers of millions;- — he who bears such hope 

Fixed in his heart, and hdlda his lonely way 

Cheered bj this only, and yet keeps lumself 

Unwavering in the many sliocks that push 

His purpose from its path, — lie was not cast 

In nature's common mould. Such hope itself 

Is greatness. 



TIIE VOICE OP LOYE. 

There is a yoiee, and there is only one. 
Thrilling my bosom, as if tuned on high 
Amid the spheres revolving round the sky, 
Whose roll in tempered to the sweetest tone, 
Whose blended harmonies are heard at night, 
Now falling distant, now ascending nigh. 
And with Wie saffron burat of dawning light 
Peal like the long, loud clfirion-swell of f^ht. 
When colmnns in the deadly charge rush by. 
As sweet, but fainter, of as a clear a note, 
Yet sotlened into calmness, is that sound 
Whose tones in recollection round me fioat, 
Seeminff to steal from some enchanted ground, 
Giving Sie present to oblivion, throwing 
Light^ around, in all its beauty glowing. 
The pictured v«l tliat gave my early days 



Eden, whose serene delight 



Lightly a 
iM.^ ~'ctu 

_-ing , _ _ 

Shone with a ps^eant more intensely bra;ht 
Than all the ever-changing pomp tliat plays 
On Iris, when she waves her wings in night. 
So bright the tints, when first the vision shone. 
EoUing its lofty arch o'er all below, 
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From peak to mountain-peak in glory thrown, 

Eealiug its pillavs on tlieu^ icy zone, 

Wbere myriad streams of liquid amber flow, 

"When the low ann, emeiging from the stoim. 

Hangs broad and fiery on the gikleii wave. 

That prouder swells around the godlike form, 

Who sinks, a conqueror, setting m his grave. 

Such were the dazzling tints, when first they threw 

Enchantment on the yet uueheated eye,' 

Feeding upoiu the beautiful and new 

With aU. the keen de%ht of ecstasy ; 

But sush they were not ever ; — as the bow 

Grows fiinter when tlie Betting sun retires. 

And clouds and peaks no longer, in his fires, 

Lift round the burning west Qieu- magic show, 

Wherein the waving summit, crowned with gold, 

Seem^ like a flajh suspended on its path, 

And festooned light around the tempest rolled. 

The smile of beauty on the brow of wrath,— 

Theae fade away when night assumes her reign. 

Or only sicken In her paler beams, 

That mark with, silver lines the hill and pliun, 

Along; the stUl meandering of streams ; — ■ 

So life, when novelty has gone, and youth 

Flitted on alent wings of down away. 

When now the clear and steady torch of truth 

Shows it, a moment's pride, a long deeay, — ■ 

So life grows pale and cold, and dullness creeps 

Through the crushed heart, elate and fiUl before; 

So glory on Ida broken ialehion sleeps. 

Nor love can fire, nor beauty madden more. 

O, in that night of feeling, stiU one tone 

Comes through the wlent watches low and sweet, 

And hours, of happiness for ever flown 

Are thronging round, and youthiiil pulses-beat ; 

A fountain ot deep love the heart uncloses, 

And all il« purest tides are flowing o'er, 

And memory, from the cell where she reposes. 

Brings out her fairest and her choicest store. 
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Fancied or real, still that voice is flingiao; 

Its sweetness on the desert winds, and si\ 

The seraph choirs of heaven are round ma singing, 

So loud and clear the tones ; and now they fall, 

And as they die in languishment away, 

Stealing to some far-diatant world above, 

Methinks I hear a well-known accent say, 

" Follow me, — 't is the voice of her you love." 



'O K.0SMO2. 



The world is thrown around us as a veil. 

To dim the searching of the spirit's eye 

ITu-ough all the f«r variety that lies. 

In imiSseovered majesty, beyond 

The canopy of light and beauty, rolled, 

In pure and awful distance, o'er the throne 

On which the Universal Being dwells 

Alone amid his wonders. 'Eme goee on 

In its eternal orbit, and compela. 

As with a boundless torrent, all that move 

Nearer its eonsranmation. AH things change ; 

As in the tranquH mirror of a, lake, 

When Day has closed his portals, and bis light. 

Softly retuTu^, throws upon the cloud 

Its fairest glances, and in pictured pomp 

Unrolls a magic curtain round bis seat 

Of glory on uie mountain-tops, and bends 

An iris arch above him ; — as that cloud 

Sailing before the ministera who bear 

The message of the Mighty One abroad 

O'er continent and ocean, witli a voice 

Now melting in a whisper, and now loud 

As waves that meet around a mid-sea crag. 

And lash it in their fury, — as that cloud 
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Floats o'er the clear, deep water, till the sky, 
That swells witWa its hosota, seems on fire 
With quickly-comia^ flashes of bright hues 
Bo?a of the oaajn of ether, and unstained 
With au^ht of earthly tincture, — all below 
In the cSm depths of purity, flit by 
Like doves along the north-wind, iriien they seek 
The softness and tiie sweetness, and the light 
And warmth of spring unfeding, on the shores 
Where ever bloom the orange and the lime. 
And iruits are ever hanging wreathed in flowers, 
And glancing out intensely from the dark, 
Full-tuflied verdure, whose unwasting shade 
Hath ever spread abroad a sacred gloom 
Above the temple of the sylvan powera. 

So all things change, and yet are all die same : 
And He, whoso eye looks forth, and measures all, 
As we behold the full moon, when she hangs 
Mantled in palest tenderness, and weeps 
Tears on the sleeping landscape, till the hills 
And plains and meadows catch, her tender light, 
And softly send it on the mnang eye 
In infinite reflections, — when W6 dream 
Of oceans rolling on her spotted orb, 
And islands crowned in beauty, and of fires 
Lit on her volcan snnunits, till we trace. 
On a bright map, a world for spirits, where 
Live the light forms that fancy oft at night 
Sees floating on the moonbeams, or at saol 
High on the fleecy vapor, aa it rolls 
Its foam above the mountains, — whence they eorae, 

To whisper consolation, or convey 
The wishes of a pure and humble heart 
Unto the Universal ear, where all 
May speak, and feel a icind rejjly descend 
In words of gentleness, as evening dews 
Melt on the silent landscape, and it smiles : — 
i Gooslo 



So tlie Ali-soeing eye, whose viewless seat 
Is shrouded in infinitude, beyond 
The flaming -wallB tbat prd creation in, — 
So the All-seeing eye looks forth, and blends 
The world of suna and satellites, that sweep 
O'er the broad path of ages, in one orb 
Hung in the centre of immensltj', 
And from the solemn Toid, wherein he dwells, 
('ontemplates all existence, as a point 
Twinkling amid the glory that enshrouds 
His throne, as with a mantle of dim sliade. 
And from the eye of sense conceals tlio iUune 
From whose exhaustless fount all being rose. 



SONNETS. 
I. 
Is it not true, aa one has proudly sung, 

" A Poet's love is Immortality ? " 
Many a time and oft that note has rung 

Eehoines of high and heavenly harmony. 
Sweet, when the weary day is done, to be 

Greeted by budding lips and kindling eyes. 
Pressed to the one true heart in ecstasy, — 

Enchantment only worthy of tlie skies, 
liepoae my heart has sought, and all in vain ; 

Care, like a demon, hunts me everywhere ; 

In vain this faded brow a wreath may wear, — 
Vain laurels, colder than the captive's chain : 



O THOU sole-sitting Spirit of Loneliness ! 
Whose haunt is by the wild and dropping c; 
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Thou of t!ie musing eye and scattered tress, 
I meet thee with a ja^ojiate joy, no less 
Than when the mariner, from on his waves, 
Catches the glimpses of a far hlue shore, — 
He tliints the danger of hiB voyage o'er, 
And, pressing all his canvaa, steers to land, 
With a glad bosom and a ready hand. 

So I would, hie me to thy desolate shade. 
And seat mvself in amne deep-sheltered nook, 
And never breathe a wish again to look 

On the toaaed world, but ratlier, lisilese laid. 
Pore On the bubbles of the passing brook. 
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The follDning Bsss; iras puMisbed in tb 
[i liiivo heca attempted to sketch a 



Mote modoquo." 
That the miiida, the tempers, and tlie inteHecl^ 
ual and moral powers of individuals are as different 
as their forms, their features, their health, and their 
vigor, ia a truth as evident to me as any truth 
■which does not admit of absalute demonstration. 
Some men are endowed by nature with great vigor 
of mind and body, capable of long-contiiinetl and 
gigantic efforts ; but moving in all their operations 
slowly, though surely. These men often show a 
degree of obtuseneaa in ehildliood, which leads the 
less si^aoious to augur nothing good of their ma- 
tui-er years ; but strength, exactness, and perse- 
verance become to them the certain, means or high 
and permanent advancement ; and although they 
never can pour around them the Ughtnings and 
terrors of genius, yet they render the whole circle 
of their hfe one day of warm, bright sunshine. 
Others, endowed with that fearful and mysterious 
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mft of genius, irhich the ■world, has so often ■wor- 
shipped for its reBistless manifestations, and neg- 
lecMd for its repulsive irregularities ; high-toned, 
irritable, feeling every sense of pleasure and pain 
with the poignancy of agonj; or rapture ; moving 
■with the rapidity, the eocentridly, and the ominous 
ghire of a comet ; never moderate in their desires 
and endeavors ; now springing with the collected 
energy of an eagle to eome high and unattainable 
glory, and then sinking down eshausted, and brood- 
ing, in all the bitterness of despair, over the ■wrecks 
of their celestial longings ; now giving their intel- 



lectual powers, with a lavishing r 
instant compreheuBion of truths which should have 
required a long and calm investigation, and then 
exclaimiujg, in weary listlessness, against the foUy 
and nothingness of every exertion to be wise or 
great or good ; — these men, who, in their stronger 
and darker deeds, put forth the inteUectual might 
of Milton's Satan, and who, could their efforts be 
justly directed, would always move on, like the 
sun in his unclouded smnmer glories, diffuang life 
and warmth to all around them, — these men, after 
an ^tated life, in which health and honor, and 

Seace and friendship, have been sacrificed to sud- 
en and impetuous feelings, after every suffering 
of body and torture of mmd have been endured, 
go down, neglected and unlamented, to an earJy 
grave, and leave the world aatonislied that one 
g could unite in himself enei^es which com- 
3 and admiration, and weaknesses 
which fill us with pity and contempt. 

And that such men should be neglected hy the 
soberer part of die world is nothing wonderfiiL 
Men do not like to he dazzled. They can enjoy 
a ■warm, soft eunsMue, and feel emotions of thank- 
fulness to the dispenser of so comfortable a sensa- 
tion ; but they close their eyes against a brilliancy 
too sti^ng for their feeble organs, and feel only 
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pain, where intellects keener and more exalted 
gaze with pleasure. Besides, tie mass of tlie world 
go tlirougfi life in seai-cli of eomfort and present 
enjoyment ; or they spend all thMr efforts in hedg- 
ing in themselves and their families with a circnm- 
lallation of eaithly treasures, and then look out 
from the loopholes of their strong oiBtles in proud 
defiance on the crowd who wander unsheltered 
around them The far-off blesaugs, which the 
etheieahzed miagination is always dreaming of, 
and ne^ er reaches, have no community with their 
moie fleshly spnits, and tliey either profess to look 
with contempt on these insane reveries, or they 
pour upon them the anathemas of a moody reli^on, 
which would cramp the expandings and aspirmga 
of our higher oatuTO within the al&wed hopes and 
prospects of a bigot's creed. 

There is a fountain of thought and feeling in 
those chosen spirits, which is ever springing up 
fresh and full, and pouring over the richness of its 
ti-easures on all things around it, giving them hues 
which they have not in themselves, and covering 
them with a luxuriance which another and a 
colder heart would not find around them, and mak- 
ing of the barrenest spot an Eden, and of (he driest 
desert a land of brooks and watercourses. 

They have within them, too, a creative energy, 
which cuUs from the stores of memory the choicest 
and the fairest, and fi>rms them into landscapes of 
suipassing loveliness, a rich and harmonizing union 
of mountain and valley, where the sunlit rock litis 
its bald forehead from the deep gloom of forests, 
and the leaves are moving in the wind, and twink- 
ling in the sunbeams; where the flill light of 
heaven descends and rests on the waving meadow, 
and the brook steals along from rapid to pool, and 
from overbowerin^ shade to open sunshine ; where 
tlie living things of earth are asleep in their midday 
slumber, and nothing is heard out the solitary 
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whistle of the Phebe in the dank hollow, and the 
chirp of the locust on the oak-top ; where the heart 
goes away to the blue sky, ana the white clouds 
that eleep ai'ound it, to meet the spirits of departed 
pleaaurea ; where it finds its loyed ones in their 
earliest beauty, and lives over the hallowed mo- 
ments of condensed beatitude, and ibrgets for 
a while it is sljll dwelling on earth, and thinks it 
haa taken a 1^^ leave of its grosser encumbrances, 
and is now a pure and winged spirit in the bright 
and boundless sea of immortality. 

And if ever there are n^oments which one would 
wish to live over again, — which leave no stain upon' 
the sprit, and no wounds (« fester in the bosom, 
and are to us as gay islands in the cold and 
stormy ocean wo are sailing over, — ■ it is when the 
pure nature witliin us has thrown off the shackles 
of chilling want and besetting appetite, and has 
entered mto communion with its oetter feelings 
and holier aspirations ; when it has fbi^ttcn itsdf 
in its minglings with kindred spirits, and has found 
absorbing eratasies in the communication of mutual 
bleaaings ; when it has given to another and a dear 
one a new pleasure of taste or tenderness, and has 
taken back in return the kind look and the de- 
lighted accent ; when it has felt, as the blended 
feeUngs partook deeper and deeper of the same 
enjoyment, a Uniting together of two existences, till 
©very thought and glance and motion seemed in 
unison, and one could not be joyous and the other 
unhappy, and the tear could not rise on one evelid 
and the othei's heart not overflow in sympathetic 
sorrow. 

And who would wish to rob Use feehag mind of 
his ideal happiness, and call down his imagination, 
now reveling in bowers of Eden, and rejoicing 
with angels and blessed spirits in the imdiscovered 
manaons of a iong-wished-for hereafter, — where he 
has pictured his companions in all the perfectnesa 
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ol foia, ami tharm of feiture, that eiei poet con 
iLUcd Ol paintci Lmbodied, aiiii has tiken the 
flow(,r'< and tin. birds iihi_n the sweetest and the 
f ai-est, and flie thmkuig and feehng beings of liia 
paudise, when youngest and gayest, in the glad 
BLason of lifas spring when taste is nature, and 
R^nsilidity the untaught movingB of a. st-Bnless 
bo oiii — iiheio he h<iB made them sleepless in de 
h_l(t iiid el u astivo m enjoyment, looking on all 
iiunii 1 th(m with the keen glance of noteltj 
1 iiii_ [[ "1 I t'n fitness of groupmgs, and the 
I I III I 1 1 e ■vpi easion with tho thoughts 

111 I knowing what it is to hii e 

I I liiig command bieakmg m 

111 I lu.o, and mailing the beauty 

iiL I iii_ u_ ii un 1 piece with the heaTj ob 

till L> 1 I •.uiii.L lioiiidj an 1 ^piritleaa labor I* 

I'll 1 mmda of fine and ethereal textiuo are m 
di I not mtde fbi the meiitable toils and eroises 
nt vLr, 11, thii. Th"i aie always connected with 

tmi h tint fh h liK till /r otni-.tortTmeiuffie3 
Lhim 11,1-111 Jr ( ^Liihi hill utKi sjiiiits would 
hiish 111 tliLU^nlk 1 indiptnd'ncp Mti'ha up- 
on till 1.1 \iirl lums the 01, till tht air around them 
1 Hiiuiiiislrd l>hi 1 iiesa and the sickened ear is 
sIiolI I d rtilh lIiL liiahest musie and the heart is 
I I'lj in its bitteiiii SI to 'jay, that all on e-uth that 
la sweet jiiJ t 111 li a nun-ken , and esidtcnce but 
an ugly dieara 

And if thev attempt to thr-ow off the gloom that 
i\ eigiia so heavdy upon thein, and to mmglo m the 
piixa and jostle of a bu"j world, thev find then: 
souls grow dead and senseless, unmoved by the 
fine touch of beauty, and unmelted by tlio tendei' ; 
then they grow disgusted with thoii" eoarsenosa, and 
think they have put away the charm of thar bet- 
ter nature, and are ashamed that they can stoop 
to grosser indulgences, and waste their hours in 
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rude and heartless raerriment, tliat they ean look 
upon another's suffering witii dull emotion, and 
be contented, like the many, to gather wherever a 
harvest is offered, and ask not whetlier their own 
luxuries be purchased by the sparing of a fellow- 
creature, or even wrenched from the helpless hand 
that felt in lodng them as if its life was plundered, 
and the fruit of long and patient toiling torn away 
to gladden the heai't of a greedy tyrant. 

And when he muses on this, and embraces, in 
the grasp of his benevolence, the whole world of 
feeling, and sees how much of evil k endured, and 
how inevitably it must be suffered, and tliat if he 
be set apart in a purer re^on, it is only at the ex- 
pense of another's toil and privation, he then begins 
to feel that there is even a sin jn his purer mus- 
ings ; and if he return from the noise of the city 
to the lonely wood and the secret valley, to hold 
communion with hia own better thonghta, to recall 
his former intercoui'se with ancient worthies, and 
to renew high society with the master spirits who 
live in their recorded outpourings, he feels that he 
is taking from the accumulated stores of beings 
who might equally relish these high enjoyments, 
but who, to give hun a qniet and a shelter, toil on 
through the weary day of Ufe, bringing down their 
souls from their native quariy, and mixing them 
with grosser things, tJU the fine spirit is evaporated, 
and notliing but oitter dregs is left to be drank jn 
the hopeless years of age and exhaustion. 

Then a new feeling rises within him, and he 
wishes to fa'otako liimseSf to the solitary desert, or to 
live on an island in the lonely ocean, there to be 
fed by the toil of his owu hands and the bounties 
of nature ; and as he had before fled from tlie 
society of lii'ing men, because aU could not be 
eijuaJ, so he woiSd now .abandon his books, because 
they take fcoia him the power of independence, 
and steal from him that time which should be 
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spent in. more gainful labors, and tliat strengtli 
which should supply his own physical necessities ; 
and ho would then wish, to divest himaelf of every 
tlun^ht lie had borrowed fl-om others, to return to 
the Bunple ignoranee of childhood, and be the pupil 
of none but nature, and, wliile hia hand ministered 
to hia unavwdable wants, wander with his eye over 
the glories before him, and find his only revelation 
jn the bright sky, aad the green Tiilla, and the blue 
billows, his only worship in the spontaaeous adora- 
tion of a pure spirit, when it dnnka in tlie simple 
loveliness of nature, hia only temple the wide arch 
tjiat bends over him, with its mountain pillars, ita 
starry lamp, and its floor of earth and ocean, and 
Lis only muBic the outbreakings of joy in the notes 
of mid-birds, and the vernal cry of reptiles, the 
rush of minds through the fin-esta, and the fai^off 
roaring of uplifted waters; till his mind should 
return to ita pristine health and delicacy, be alive 
to every tender emotion, and sensible to every 
moral blenuah, and shrink from contamination, aa 
from a deadly and destroying venom ; tQl he should 
at last see, that if man would equably employ his 
various fiwultios, and keep the golden rule of mod- 
eration in all things, would never pervert the 
untaught feelings of nature, nor yield to the im- 
pulse of sense or selfisliness, would be satisfied to 
be lite his fellows, and believe (he grandest rank 
is that of--unblemished virtue, that he need not go 
awav (o iiua^ned islands, or snow-clad mountains, 
ns beyond this sublunary world, for the 



he can picture, the wild longing fbr the freedom he 
aspires to, and the hope that these high aspirations 
are not all a chimera, he wanders foi'th amid the 
rudest and the grandest fbrros of nature, and feels 
his spirit haiinouizing with their gloom and vast- 
uess ; he looks abi'oad from the mountain peak, and 
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rejoices that he is so far away fTOm the dim abodes 
of wreteliedne^, and so fai' above the smoke of 
cities ; he gladdens iu the sim, aa it rolls more 
brightly over him, and is braced and exhilarated 
by the pure wind that rushes around him ; and he 
envies the eagle his win^, and thinks, if he coidd 
moimt on as Btrong a pinion, he would not wheel 
around tliose rocka, and pi-owl on the faiins below 
them, but would stretch away to some f^ry island, 
at a retumless distance, and be happy in Uie com- 
pany of ministering spirits and pure intelligences. 

Then hia mind takes a new enci^', and his soul 
feels quickened to a new creation ; there comes 
down to him a fire from the celestial altar, and he 
is rapt and beatified ; his thoughts rush along like 
a mighty river, the well-spring cj memory is broken 
up, and the images that he has been storing in 
yeara of solitary study come forth, and roll around 
him in all the wildness and magnificence of a 
stlrrod-up ocean ; then he hurries over tie sky, and 
sees it peopled with bright worlds passing away 
into the measureless distance of space, and he fin- 
lows them in ail their orbits, counts their number, 
and mai'shals the hosts of heaven ; then he gazes on 
the clouds, as they gather around the high peaks, 
and sweep away over the valleys, and he traces 
their fijrms in all their folds and volumes, he sees 
them armed with lightnings, he hears the thunder 
bursting on the mountains, and listens with delight 
to the countloas echoes that answer from rock and 
valley; and at once his fancy has crossed the wide 
sea, and is now tunong the islands of perpetual 
Bummer, and the night is sdll and b%ht around 
him, the black sky withdraws to a vjeter distance, 
and all its lights are keen in brightneKi, and seem 
to hang as lamps from the ebon arch above them, 
tlie air is silent, the winds are in tiieir caverns, the 
leaf hangs stiU in the forest, and the whole world 
seems at rest and quiet; then the mirrored sea 

HoiiMb, Google 



begins to rise -wiUiout a wind, and to ro:ir far away 
with an awful warning, and a little cloud rises on 
the skirta of heaven, and moves, like a bird, over 
tlie waters, it spreads and spreads more wildly, till 
it sweeps the wliole width w heaven, and it comes 
0(1, like the rapid march, of a destroying army, with 
the rush of wmds, the roar of thunders, aad tlie 
biii-sdng of billows ; then the sea is tossed iu moun- 
tains, the foam curts over its wild waves, and streams 
on the tempest, the dashing waters rush on the land 
with devouring fury, the Droad lightnings launch 
from volnme to volume of the black tornado, the 
earth is dark as death, and then brighter than ten- 
fold noonday, the winds sweep the land in columned 
fierceness, and forests bow, rocks are sliivered, and 
houses fall in ruins, the rain pours in a sheet of 
waters, and man shrinks to the earth, and feels 
himself a cipher amid the madness of the elements. 

Then his eye catches a glimpse of the distant 
river, as it lies in the Riding of noonlight ; and his 
fancy is like a fleet bu-d hovering around all the 
shores of classic and tropic loveCness ; and he is 
now flitting up the valley of lovely Amo, and the 
bright spires, the lofty towers, and stately palaces 
of Florence are rising over the groves of elms and 
poplars, the meadows are fidl of blossoms, every 
shade is living with music, and every bower ia loud 
with mirth and dancing, the plains are yellow with 
the loaded harvest, the hill-sides are hung with blue 
vineyiutts, and beyond them the snow ofthe Apen- 
nine rests on, a sky of the softest and purest azm-e, 
the sua walks over this Eden in cloudless splendor, 
the earth and the heavens are bcautiflilly magnifl- 
cent, and he dreams not that vice and poverty 
and slavery are festering and crouching on a 'soil 
which should only be fruitftd in virtue and glc»y. 

And then he is away among the Paphian islands 
of the peaceful ocean ; and he is attmg beneath 
1 ]ie umbel of a palm-tree, watching the dancing of 

I., .-J ..Google 



3D0 

its long, spcap-like loaves, and tlie waving of its 
nodding clusters, in the sea-breeze that plays aroand 
them ; and the painted hirds, in their gala of gold 
and crimson, ceme and go, wheel around, and settle 
on iJie branches, and tliey ap the liquid honey 
that drops from the opening blossoms, and snap the 

sunbeams, and the air is fiill of ^leir busy voices ; 
i^ain they rise in a cloud, and ore floating off to a 
richer jilunder, their wings glitter and glow in the 
clear light that roUs aroond them, and they seem 
like a curtiun of gems, or the flow of a silken ban- 
ner, then- shrill music dies away on the wind, and 
the air is hushed in voluptuous stillness ; then the , 
green thrush comes from her bushy solitude, and 
Bits on the palm-top, she sings her low, sweet song, 
and he thinks it is a flute, or a woman's voice com- 
plaining at a distance ; then he is awhile at home, 
and the plaintive air of his native village m breath- 
ing around him, his heart swelle, and the tears flow 
unbidden, be feels the pan" of sorrow cramp his 
bosom, hia soul is melted, anil his whole spirit flows 
away like water. Then ho loolts out on the ocean, 
and sees its white waves breaking on the coral reef, 
and boiling over on the still lagoon, and the feath- 
ered flakes float away on the ripples, that come 
lessening and whispering to the shore ; the light 

fulls hang in flocks o+er the water, they dip then- 
His, and carry off their prey in triumph, and Iheir 
screammg rises along the coast like the confused 
shouting of an army ; the tall crane stallts with 
measured step ^ong the sand, and ntters his voice 
like the deep bray of a trumpet | the flamingo 
stands, like a form of fire, on the wave-lashed 
rock, and the light glances richly over his scarlet 

gumage ; and lie white tropic^bird skims over the 
gh green billow on his long black wings, or hangs, 
poised like a flitting cloud, far aloit in the horizon. 
Then he sees a, fleet of canoes coming around a dis- 
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tant promontory, paddling over the smooth tay, 
and tossing the water around them, like wild-fowl 
in their gamhols ; the broad, matted sails swell out 
in the cool wind, that comes off from the ocean, and 
is flying to the hills and the woods, as if to rest in 
tlieir daii recesses ; tliey throw their long shadows 
Iwfore them, and the water is darkened around the 
prows, like a lake when a cloud flies over it; they 
tome moving their oars to the somid of simple 
flutea and untaught voices; they touch the land, 
and then come forth with song and dancmg, and 
march away to the woods in graceful order ; their 
gtesy mantles flow around their shoulders, thdr 
arms sliine with rings of pearl, thar heads are 
crowned with blue and scarlet feathers, and neck- 
laces of the brightest and sweetest flowers are fes- 
tooned around them, and spicy blossoms of snowy 
whiteness span^e their long, black locks; they wait 
erect in the di^iity of nature, or dance Ki the sound 
of melodious music, and their cheeks of olive soil- 
ness glow with the flxisJi irf health and motion, lika 
the clear red that shines through the brown rind 
of the pomegranate. Then he fi3lows them through 
til© woods to a sacred enclosure, in the solitude of 
a retired valley, where the wooded hills are ri^ng 
in an evergreen circle, and tlie palm waves in the 
wind, the bamboo nods on the rodt, and the wild 
vines creep over the trees, and weave their arches 
of broad leaves and purple' blossoms, where the 
cocoa, with its wide crown and columned trunk, and 
the bread-tree, with its fingered leaves and clustered 
cones, stand in ordered lines around them, and 
plantains, in their tufted bloom and Ihiitage, and 
reeds and canes, with their pointed blades and 
silken tassels, fence in the still retreat, and close it 
fi-ora the sight and entrance of profaner mortals. 
And there they move in circling choirs to a low 
and solemn measure, and their song is like the 
moaning of bereaved matrons, blended at times 
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witli the shriek of teiTor ; and the priests come forth 
from their dark recess ia a dresi of fantastic wild- 
ness, they mutter over their fearfhl incantaiions, the 
music ceases, and the dancers are still and breath- 
less ; tlien a woman of a hostile nation is hrought 
foiivard, she clasps an infaut to her Lreast tvitli the 
gripe of desperate fondness, they tear away_ the 
frighted babe from her chnging arms, and with a 
bok of wild entreaty she sees it borne to a pile of 
facl, and its little limbs bound in saciifiee ; then her 
sight grows dai't, and she falls with a faint shriek in 
a dead insenMbility ; and they consecrate the inno- 
cent t» the demon rf slaughter, to wait till the bat- 
tle turn against them, and then to be slain and 
burned to tiie rattling^ of drums and the shonts of 
infuriate dancers. Then the warriora throw away 
their flowing robes, and rush forth in naked wild- 
ness, brandishing tbeir clnbs, and clashing their 
apeai's, and their shouts and tbeu- yells ring through 
tie forest, Mke tie outbreaking of a host of demons ; 
their limba writhe in tl(6 violence of their contoi^ 
tions, their eyes flash, and their features locfc unut- 
terable fmy ; they hurl at once their arms toward 
the land of their foemen, and denounce against them 
insatiate vengeance ; then they spring forward to 
the shore, and their war-canoes move swiftly over 
the waves, in ordered file and measuied motion, 
and the oais chime to the song of battle ; and mid- 
way on the sea the fleet of tlie enemy is advancing 
against them, and tlie waves foam before then- 
hurried prows, and seem alive with their swarming 
numbers ; tlien the fleets approach, a yeil is heard, 
and the boats are mingled ; and there is a rattling 
of anns, and a confused cry of wrath and agony ; 
and ju tlie heat of the battle, a t^ sail and a white 
flag is seen moving to part them, it comes forward 
in the press of itscanvas, and leaps over the waves 
with the pride and swiftness of a race-horse, it draws 
nigh, and passes between the contending furies, the 
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oanoos part, and slirink tiaek in ten'oi', the tumult 
is hutJied, and a, deathlike calm broods over the 
ivatera ; then the ship eomea to land, Jts sails are 
fuirled, its anchor moored, and the boat drops &oin 
its tackling, and heralds of peace, ia white robtia, 
ivith hymning vdiues, descend and glide slowly to 
the shore ; then they move in majesty to the, sound 
of sacred muMC, and the savage stu-inks from befoi-e 
them, his voice is mute, his eye sunk, and his rage 
conquered; and they go to the Morai, and stop 
the rites of cruelty ; the mother's heart gladdens, as 
tliey give back her infant, and the little innocent 
clings to her bosom, and twines its fingers in her 
scattered locks ; and they proclaim aloud that war 
shall have an end, they cast down the bloody spear 
of battle, and riuse aloft the white flag of redemp- 
tion, and its wide folds play in the sweet winds, and 
glance in the snnbeams, Uke a banner of light in tlie 
land of the blessed. 

Then te sees tie sun rising over the mistress of 
nations, where she sits on her hills, in her mural 
crown, like the Berecjnthian goddess ou the sum- 
mit of Ida ; and he stands beneath tlie Doric dome 
of her protecting deity, and a pale and solemn 
light streams throngh the alabaster windows, and 
gives a feint hue to the fluted pillars, but leaves the 
niclies in darkness, and, as it glances along the walls, 
tinges irith a yellow ray tlie trophies of war, and 
tlie votive offermgs of heroes, the Punic beaks, the 
Grecifm palms, and the Gallic helmets ; and lialf 
i-Qveab, in the dim recess, the statue of her own 
peculiar Jove, whose right hand grasps the thunder, 
p.nd whose left sustains a cqlumn, on which is in- 
scriljed, in brazen letters, " ROllA." And there 
ho sees, arranged in silent order, the fatbera of the 
republic, sitting on tlielr eurulc chairs and tenches, 
with stdd and graceful dignity, in their long white 
robes and purple badges ; and at their head, on a 
higher seat, the keen and sleepless consul, with his 
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eye fnll of deep thought, and hia thin and spiritual 
features alive ■with the workings of his mighty 
boaom; thep a deathlilte stillness pervades the 
high assembly, and there enters a tall, bony man, 
with a fierce and haggard look, and a hurried mo- 
tion, and as he advances to take his seat, the sen- 
ators relire before hun, and dirink to the other side 
of the' temple, as firom the breath of a poisonous 
reptile ; and at once the orator and the magiatrate, 
reading him with the keen glance of indication, 
rises firan his curule chair, lifts his hand with com- 
manding gesture, spreads the folds of his flowing 
tega, and bursts out in a voice (rf Itindled wrath 
and insulted dignity; and as he pours forth his 
honest rage in unsparing and ceaseless invective, 
and launches around bim the arrows of impassioned 
eloquence, the corrupted and corrupting worm 
writhes beneath his twrture, and looks around for 
escape, but dares not fly from the fascination of 
that stem glance, which, probes the deepest folds 
ofhw bosom; then, as the oratov draws out, one by 
one, his foul purposes, and bares them to the light 
in their fullest blackness, and turns to the solemn 
statue in the act of invoking vengeance, he cowers 
to the earth, like a wretch when a storm has passed 

Such in'e his solitary mnangs, and so he could 
dream on for ever, taWng in with delighted sense 
the sights and sounds that are moving and speaking 
around him, and linking them with all the stores 
of his memorj-, and all the creations of his fency. 
But the sun is gwng down behind the mountains, 
and withdrawing the light that warmed and in- 
spired him, and he turns a lingering eye, as the 
bright orb dips behind the fer peak, and tiie yellow 
light streams up its last flash, and gives its last 
gilding to the rocks and forests ; and he looks long 
and iondly on the amber circle that crowns the 
place of setting, and the gay clouds that bum in 
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the clear flame of evening; then he seea a deep 
led stain liang around the western ridges, and it 
fades into a cold violet, and grows faiuter and 
fivinter, till the general blue closes over the dai'k- 
ened summita; then the stars come out on their 
night-watch, and the sky looks black and eomfoi't- 
less aronnd them; tlie iiortb-mind begins to whistle 
among the pjnos and stinted cedars, and his blood 
gTOwa ehill, his heart sinks, and the bright vMons 
of his soul are darkened ; then he hears l£e increas- 
ing call of hunger, bis spirit becomes lifeless and 
barren, and opens to all tlie cold realities of life, 
and be would lain descend to the homeliest c^t and 
the rudest shelter, and at dona by the fire of the 
toarsest woodman, to receive bis cynic welcome, 
dnd partake of his hard fare, and his boisterous 
hospitality , and then he sees, that the finest and 
urhest minds must at once bid adieu to life and 
ill its pleasures, or be content to share in its toils, 
aiiii buffet it= billows. 
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EXTRACT FROM THE PEEFACE 



I LOOK upon Poetry as an art, ulioso cliarm lies 
in the exiibilaon of vivid imagery, new, varied, 
beautiful, and Eublime ; and in appeals to the sim- 
ple affections of the heart. The poet, if we foUoiv 
the etjinoI(^y of the word, ia a creator ; one who 
fashions from the stores of Lis memory images of 
ivLich. earth fumishca no reality, and who combines 
them into groups which have an existence only in 
the imaginary world he has cliarmed into being. 
He gives to hia conceptions a visible form of beauty 
or rf power, and animates them with a fire fixim 
heaven, beaming forth in their eyea and featuiea, 
like the sweet flow of light from a lamp Jn a vase of 
alabaater ; or Hashing abroad, in the Idndlinga of 
emotion, like the fount from which it was stolen. 
He takes you to the retirement of sensibility, and 
rec^ to you all ita nice and tender touches of 
character, and plays upon tJie springs which call 
forth those feelings of happy sorrow, which move ns 
in our sympathies with odiera, whieh are always 
delightful, because they seem to ua holy, and are 
always welcomed as the surest evidence that na- 
ture is concealed within us. Every tear tliat is 
shed then is to us a treasure ; for it flows from a, 
fountain in wluch we ima^ne angels might wash 
and be purer. Even when he becomes the hiero- 
pliant of nature, and leads us to contemplate the 
gi'eat principles of our being, when he is amply 
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(lidactic, and his great olije''t is the display of phil- 
osophic truth, he does not depart tromnis peculiar 
character. Every priiiLiple becomes with hira a 
personifieatjon, and the gioat do.,tiiaes of science 

Eas3 before him as so many beiiigs endowed with 
ie and m^esty and beauty 
Nature is the chami of poetiy, and not ai t We 
aafe for something in it which can stu and elei ate, 
or meit and soothe vs. The feeho^ of debght, ■when 
we meet irith one of those effusiona whioh genius 
Bent forth, when the living sphit overshadowed it, 
when fancy put on its best attire, and the heart waa 
tuned to its aweetost harmony, — this feelmg, which 
defies the power of language to describe it, which 
is indeed a holy and inspired delirium, is the only 
toat of true excellence in poetry. And it is this 
which ioTOStg poetry with it« sacred- character; for 
it is the feeling of infancy and childhood, — of those 
yoara on which we look as a dear, delightful dream, 
wliose sunny spola we solect as the very paradise of 
our being, which become the favorite contemplation 
of the mmd that has seen all its early illusions van- 
ish, and finds uothuig but bare reality around it, and 
which it is erer sending forward to form the fairest 
and loveliest adornments of the iinchan^ng abode 
to which it is advancing. 

It is well to combine the perfections of art with 
the eachaatments of natuvej bat I still think po- 
etic beauty is loveliest when least adorned. Ton 
may study all the laws of vewification, and all the 
rules of metaphor ; yon may write in lines of sur- 
pas^ng melody, and figures so exact that the nicest 
microscope of eritieiam could not find in them a 
flaw ; yet without " the thoughts that breathe, and 
the words thit bum," they are lilie tliose pieces of 
music which floiv through the ear and leave no im- 
prosaion behind them, whi^h are rcmcmboi-ed only 
for a moment, as sounds that were soft and pleas- 
ant, but touched no choi'd in tlie bosom ; -while tlie 
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poetry of nature, be it but a single coiu'eption, finda 
at once its home in tlie licart, is cherished tbere 
with a passionate deyotioo, and needs only tlie 
faintest tone of its music to awaken it iu sil tho 
charms of its earliest loveliness. I do not mean to 



e polish of their language, cannot be conadered. 
as giving them the high r anV they hold in English 
poetry. They have taken their proud station t&ere 
because they held a pen which could give life and 
vividness to their images, and call np at once their 
creations in all the distinctness of reality. There- 
fore it is that the dress they have so carefully 
wrought is so attractive, for it Ja the investment of 
an uaaSected and living beauly. "Whenever they 
depart from this, and Pope repeatedly does, ail then- 
melody and correctness do not conceal the deform- 
ity of thought that lurks behind them. Miserable 
indeed must be tie mind that would weigh syllables 
against sentiment, and decide the fate of a truly 

Eathetic effusion, because there was a want of exact 
nrmony in its lines. The gi'eat desideratum of 
Eoetry is the inspiration, tbe mens diBUiior, which 
iads you away from the book you are reading, and 
capiies you "to some actual Bcene of sublimity or 
beauty ; wliich sets before you, in colors that cannot 
bo doubted, the dance and the .battle; the valley 
winding away in the lovelimss of its flowers and 
verdure," between banks of ckas and maplra; the 
lake reposing in the stillness of evening, and sheeted 
with the Eliding of sunset ; the volcano rising from 
among cities ana viueyards, crowned with " its cloud 
by day and its piUar of fire by night " ; or the moun- 
tain, invested with iJie purity of eternal anow, and 
ascending with the majesty of a monarch, till it gaiM 
a .height where it no longer seems a portion of earth, 
but a cbud of glory suspended in. tho heavens. The 
works of a poet, wlio adds correctness to richness of 

HoiiMb, Google 



fancy and tenderness of feeling, and who kindles up 
all with a glow of on'Jiusiasin, arc liko an elegant 
ficiure of poiislied spar, bright with the irradiations 
ofafire witMn it. But if there be nothing but a 
fa,uMesa style and a smooth flow of sounds, we may 
road on, page after page, witliout a single emotion, 
lulled as effectually as we should be by the quiet 
lapse of Tfhiapering waters. 

But while I stand forth as the advocate of bold 
and spirited poetry, and profess myself willing to 
set off agaJQSt occasional Begligences those redeem- 
ing flashes of pure and glowing tiioaght whose ex- 
celleneo cannot be queationed, 1 womd myself aim 
to avoid those extremes which have always led 
minds of more correctness than fire to settle down 
iu the cold mediuro. We should neither adopt the 
lii^entioua richness of Oriental imagery, nor tliose 
general expressions which represent no individual- 
ity. Eveiy object should be described by a few of 
its strongest eharactera, but there fihould be a spc- 
f'lt'u: (lilFcrenco. Wo Ehould not aimply sfeetch die 
\l.'iblii Ibi'insof objects, but we slionld animate them; 
for ;ill tilings are livmg to tlie poetic eye. We 
should make every object the residence of a spirit, 
that can commune with ua in our thoughts and feel- 
ings, and we should Unk it to the chain of oiu" asso- 
ciations ; but, at the same time, we should not allow 
this to be an excuse for a conceit, nor suffer it to 
degenerate into sickly sentdmentalism. The Orien- 
tr.ls have overloaded their pieces with a proftision 
of omamont, and an accumulation of minute details; 
while the Greeks sketohed thdr pictures with a few 
T"old strokes. The ancients presented the grind 
inil Hunple outhnea of natme, adorned indeed with 
thm- beautiful mythology, but they rarelj con 
iiected external naloie with then own emotions, 

liila at thig time every objet-t i-alls up a "enti- 
nt and the berags around us betome only the 

1 3 of 1 refle tion or ■> uioraL Thtre is, how- 
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erer, little danger of eiTor, ivljen tlio mintl is deep- 
ly engajjed, p.nd aJLvc to the importance of its sub- 
ject; aiid after all, tJio test way to succeed is to 
tliiii, not how, but wLat we would say. 

In all naijojis in tlw infancy of literature, poetry 
is rude ia structure, hat full in inspiration. Men 
haye tlicn much of the feeling of childhood Ev- 
er|i'thiii"| leaves a -vivid impressiou, and kindles the 
BTind of more than common susceptibility to an 
ecstasy of emotion. Objects strike so deeply as to 
rivet the attention solely upon them, and hence 
every im^e atanda by itself distinct and individual. 
There is a quick perception of the stronger outlinea, 
but fJiere is no microscopic eearehing after con- 
cealed beauties. Tbey see with an unprejudiced 
ej'e, and thereibre tbey see and feel many things 
tliat escape our aystematio inyestigation ; and what 
tliey see is appropriated. But, vivid ^ their con- 
eeptJouB are, like all in the infancy of mind, tbey 



s long been. trEuned 
to delicacy and exactness wiH find much in them 
to shock it, — unwieldy expressions and rude epi- 
thets, discordant rhymes and broken me^nres ; but 
the feeling and natural heart will find ita attention 
riveted, its passions kindled, and ita tears elicited, 
in spite of itself. These are tlie tributes of nature 
unfettered by art Tliey arc the weapons by which 
taste, with all ita refinement, is forced to confesa 
the omnipotence of untaught feeling. In the early 
age of poeby, it is the quick burst of emotion that 
cannot be restrained ; tne gushinga of a heart full 
to overflowing. Be it gayety or sorrow, delight or 
indignation, the ton^ne is eloquent, and the eye 
beaming with expression. Smiles are then unforced, 
and bright as the sun on curlhig wat«ra. Tesffs 
ai-e then pure, and flowing fi-om Sie deepest foun- 
tain of the heart. They loot then on all that ia 
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pleasant, with the delighted gaze of boyhood when 
his eye first catches a new and brilliant spectacle. 
They mingle with the loveliness of nature, and be- 
come a portion of ita hills, its wcxids, and its waters. 
They kindle at the sight of baseness or cruelty, with 
the sparkling energy of a lion. They are ready to 
stand in tlie front ranks of danger, and to rfiow 
Ibrth, in fearless action, the spirit that :b burning 
witliin them. Love, the great inapirer of all that 
is noble, the chief excitant to our highest and 
brightest efforts, is then passion, not art. Its lan^ 
gui^ is that univeraal dialect of looks and actions, 
which is the same everywhere ; not the artful leer, 
the counterfeited sigh, and the false tone of lan- 
guishment. When the emotions are thua living, 
the incoherent language in which they are embod- 
ii^d has its charms. It can at least interest ns, and 
ia worth whole volumes of faultless insipidity. But 
there is an interval between the first dawnmgs and 
the full brightness of a national literature, when 
the freshness of early feeling still continues, but 
when art has begun its refinements. These first 
efforts of art are ^aracterized too often by a child- 
ish playfulness, and all the tricks of figure and ver- 
sification. Conceits, brilliant indeed, but far sought, 
puns and quibbles, delightful to minds that meet 
only to laugh and be merry, alliterations, acrostics, 
double ana entangled rhymes, and every variety of 
jingling melody, are then cultivated and admired. 
These are loved and sought for a time, and then 
taste assumra her empire. Everything must then 
submit to the rigid laivs of critieisni. The long and 
patient applicatum of the labor limce is then the firat 
precept inculcated on the youthful poet, and the 
laurel is conferred, not on liun whose soaring is lof- 
tiest, but on him who is the most unwearied in his 
corrections. This ia necessary to prune away juve- 
nile Itixuriances, and to give smoothness, compacts 
nesa, and propriety to language. But when art has 
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